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TO 

TlIK CHURCHWARDENS 

AND 

INHABITANTS 

OF THE PARISH OF DUNCHURCH, 
WARWICKSHIRE, 

THIS SELECTION 

IS 

RESPECTFULLY AND AFFECTIONATELY 

INSCRIBED. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



In the following Selection the Authorised 
Version of Psalms has been generally followed ; 
discretion having been only exercised in the 
choice of the particular verses to be sung. 
Some of the more recent versions, by Watts 
and others, have been retained under the head 
of Paraphrases, to which class they more 
strictly belong. The H3rmns, it is hoped, will 
be found in accordance with the devotional 
character of the Church of England. 

The Tunes have been adopted from a Col- 
lection lately published by Mr. Hawes, of His 
Majesty*s Chapel Royal, and sold by him at 
353, Strand. 

Duochurch, 

January, 1837. 
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THE 

PSALMS OF DAVID. 



L 8T. Ann's, c. m, 

HOW blest is he who ne'er consents 

By ill advice to walk ; 
Nor stands in sinners' ways, nor sits 

Where scorners love to talk : 

But makes the perfect law of God 

His study and delight ; 
Devoutly reads therein by day. 

And meditates by night. 

Like some fair tree, which, fed by streams. 

Its fruit in season bears. 
His life shall prosper, and success 

Attend his latest years. 

For God approves the just man's ways ; 

To happiness they tend ; 
But alJ the paths that slnneift txeoudk 

Ja §ure destruction end. 



PSALMS. 

II. iai8H. C. M. 

THE great in counsel and in might 

Their various forces bring ; 
Against the Lord they all unite. 

And his anointed King. 

But God, who sits enthron'd on hi|,h. 

And sees how they combine. 
Does their conspiring strength defy. 

And mocks their vain design. 

Learn then, ye princes ; and give ear. 

Ye judges of the earth ; 
Worship the Lord with holy fear. 

Rejoice with awful mirth. 

If but in part his anger rise. 

Who can endure the flame ? 
Then blest are they whose hope relies 

On his most holy Name. 

III. ANOELS* SONG. JL M. 

LORD, how many are my foes. 
In this weak state of flesh and blood. 
My peace they daily discompose. 
But my defence and hope is God 

Tired with the burdens of the day. 
To thee I rais'd an evening cry ; 
Thou heard'st when I began to pray. 
And thine almighty help was nigh. 

Supported by thine heavenly aid, 

1 laid me down, and slept secure ; 

Not death should make my heart afraid. 
Though I should wake and rise no more. 

Bat God sustained me all the night ; 
Salvation doth to God belong ; 
He rais'd my head to see the light. 
And make hia praise my morning song. 



IV. 



PSALMS. 



BEDFORD. C. M« 



LORD, thou wilt hear me when I pray ; 

I am for ever t^ine ; 
I fear before thee all the day. 

Nor would I dare to sin. 

And while I rest my weary head 

From care and business free, 
'Tis sweet conversing on my bed 

With my own heart and thee. 

I pay this evening sacrifice ; 

And when my work is done. 
Great God« my faith and hope relies 

Upon thy grace alone. 

Thus with my thoughts compos'd to peace 

rU give mine eyes to sleep ; 
Thy hand in safety keeps my days. 

And will my slumbers keep. 

V. DEVIZBS. c. M. 

LORD, in the morning thou shalt hear 

My voice ascending high ; 
To thee will I direct my prayer. 

To thee lift up mine eye. 

Thou art a God, before whose sight 

The wicked shall not stand : 
Sinners shall ne^er be thy delight. 

Nor dwell at thy right iiand. 

But to thy house will I resort. 

To taste thy mercies there : 
I will frequent thine holy court. 

And worship in thy fear. 

O may thy Spirit guide my feet 

In ways of righteousness *, 
Make ev'ry path of. duty strai^t. 
And plain before ray face. 



PSALMS. 

VI. SAVOY. L. M. 

LORD, I can suffer thy rebukes. 

When thpu with kindness dost chastise ; 

But thy fierce wrath I cannot bear, 

let it not against me rise ! 

Pity my languishing estate. 
And ease the sorrows that I feel : 
The wounds thy heavy hand hath rnade^ 
Oh, let thy gentter touches heal ! 

1 feel my flesh so near the grave. 
My thoughts are tempted to despair , 
But graves can never praise the Lord, 
For all is dust and silence there. 

Depart, ye tempters, from my sonl. 
And all despairing thoughts depart ! 
My God, who hears my humble moan. 
Will ease my flesh, and cheer my heart. 

VII. WILMINGTON. P. M. 

. O THOU, the Holy and the Just, 
My God, in whom I place my trust. 

Deliver me from woe : 
Preserve me with thy watchful care. 
Nor leave my helpless soul to bear 
The vengeance of the foe. 

O let the cause of truth prevail ; 
Let ev'ry evil project fail 

That wicked men devise : 
Thy wrath, O Lord, will fiercely burn 
Against the souls that will not turn 

From vanity and lies. 

But thou, who searchest every heart. 
Wilt never let thy love depart 

From one who seeks thy face : 
Thou art my help, and I will raise 
To thee the voice of constant piaise* 
For thine unbounded grace. 



PSALMS. 

VIII, 8T. Ann's. c. m. 

O THOU, to whom all creatures bow 

Within this earthly frame. 
Throughout the world how great art thou I 

How glorious is thy name ! 

When heaven, thy beauteous work on high. 

Employs my wond'ring sight ; 
The moon, that nightly rules the sky. 

With stars of feeble light : 

Lord, what is man, that thou should'st love 

To keep him in thy mind ? 
Or son of man, that thou should'st prove 

To him so wondrous kind ? 

O thou, to whom all creatures bow 

Within this earthly frame ; 
Through all the world how great art thou I 

How glorious is thy name ! 

IX. CAMBRIDGE NEW. C. M. 

TO celebrate thy praises. Lord, 

I will my heart prepare ; 
And to the list'ning world thy works. 

Thy wondrous works declare. 

The thought of them shall to my soul 

Exalted pleasure bring ; 
Whilst to thy name, O Lord Most High, 

Triumphantly I sing. 

All those who have thy goodness proved. 

Will in thy truth confide ; 
Thy mercy ne'er forsook the man 

That on thy help relied. 

Sing praises, therefore, to the Lord, 

From Sion, his abode ; 
Proclaim his deeds, till all tlie "WOT\d. 
Confess no other Grod. 
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PSALMS. 

X. ABRIDGE. C. M. 

O GOD, the help of all thy saints. 

Our hope in time of ill. 
We'll trust thee, though thy face be hid. 

And seek thy presence still. 

Why should the men of pride and sin 

Thy truth and power defy ? 
And boast as if their evil way 

Were hidden from thine eye ? 

Lord, thou hast seen, arise and save; 

To thee our cause we bring ; 
Reign thou in righteousness and power. 

For thou alone art King. 

All our desires to thee are known ; 

Thy help is ever near : 
O first prepare our hearts to pray. 

And then accept our prayer. 



XI, 



ISLINGTON. L. M. 

MY refuge is the God of love ; 
Why do my foes insult and cry, 
" Fly, like a timorous, trembling dove. 
To distant woods and mountains fly ? 

The Lord in heaven has fix'd his throne. 
His eyes survey the world below ; 
To him all mortal things are known ; 
His eyelids search our spirits through. 

If he afflict his saints so far. 
To prove their love and try their grace. 
What must the bold transgressors fear I 
His very soul abhors their ways. 

The righteous Lord loves righteous souls. 
Whose thoughts and actions are sincere ; 
And with a gracious eye beholds 
77ie men that bis own image bear. 



PSALMS. 

XII. WILTSHIRS. C. M. 

LORD, when iniquities abound. 

And blasphemy grows bold. 
When faith is hardly to be found. 

And love is waxing cold. 

Is not thy chariot hastening on ? 

Hast thou not giv'n this sign ? 
May we not trust and live upon 

A promise so divine ? 

" Yes," saith the Lord, " now will I rise, 

" And make oppressors flee ; 
*' I shall appear to their surprise, 

" And set my servants free." 

Thy word, like silver seven times tried. 

Through ages shall endure ; 
The men that in thy truth confide 

Shall find the promise sure. 

XIII. BEDFORD. C. M. 

HOW long wilt thou forget me. Lord? 

Must I for ever mourn ? 
How long wilt thou withdraw from me, 

O ! never to return ? 

O hear, and to my longing eyes 

Restore thy wonted light ? 
And suddenly, or I shall sleep 

In everlasting night. 

Restore me, lest they proudly boast 
Twas their own strength overcame ; 

Permit not them that vex my soul 
To triumph in my shame. 

Then shall my song, with praise m^^Wdi, 

To thee, my God, ascend ; 

Who to thy servant in distress 

Such bounty didst extend. 



PSALMS. 

XIV. ST. bride's. 8. M. 

" NO God !" the fool hath said . 
They choose an evil way ; 
Their thoughts are all corrupt and vain ; 
Their feet are gone astray. 

The Lord from heaven roost high 
Looked doTfvn on all mankind : 
There was not one that sought indeed 
The living God to find. 

Who shall restore the lost ! 
Lord, when wilt thou fulfil 
Thy promise once to Israel made 
From Sion's holy hill ? 

O bring the wand'rers back ; 
The captive soul restore ; 
Then Jacob shall rejoice again. 
And Israel weep no more. 

XV. ST. Stephen's. c. m. 

LORD, who's the happy man that may 

To thy blest courts repair ; 
Not, stranger like, to visit them. 

But to inhabit there ? 

The man who walks in pious ways. 
And works with righteous hands ; 

Who trusts his Maker's promises. 
And follows his commands : 

Who speaks the meaning of his heart. 

Nor slanders with his tongue ; 
Who scarce believes an ill report. 

To do his neighbour wrong. 

This is the man, who rais'd from death. 

Shall reach that high abode ; 
Where all the spirits of the just 
Are perfect with their God. 



PSALMS. 

XVI. FALCONBRIDOE. L. M. 

WHEN God is nigh,, my faith is strong. 
His arm is my almighty prop : 
Be glad my heart, rejoice my tongue. 
My dying flesh shall rest in hope. 

Though in the dust I lay my head. 
Yet, gracious Lord, thou wilt not leave 
My soul for ever with the dead. 
Nor lose thy children in the grave. 

My flesh shall thy first call obey. 
Shake off the dust, and rise on high : 
Then shalt thou lead the wondrous way 
Up to thy throne above the sky. 

There streams of endless pleasure flow ; 
And full discov'ries of thy grace, 
"Which we but tasted here below. 
Spread heavenly joy through all the place. 

XVII. ST. 0LAVE*8. 1,. M. 

O GOD, on whom my hopes rely. 
In thee I trust, to thee I cry ; 
Keep me from sin and danger free. 
And guide my footsteps home to thee. 

This life's a dream, an empty show ; 
But that bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and divine : 
When shall I wake, and call them mine ! 

glorious hour ! O blest abode ! 

1 shall be near, and like my God : 
No more shall flesh and sin control 
The sacred pleasui es of my soul. 

My dust shall slumber in the ground, 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound •, 
Then burst the chains with glad aviipTV^e, 
A ad in thy glorioaa image rise. 



PSALMS. 

Xyill. BRUNSWICK. L. M. 

TO heaven I made my mournful prayer. 
To God addressed my humble moan ; 
Who graciously inclined his ear. 
And heard me from his lofty throne. 

He left the beauteous realms of light. 
Whilst heaven bow'd down its awful head ; 
Beneath his feet substantial night 
Was like a sable carpet spread. 

God his resistless power employM, 
My strongest foe's attempts to break ; 
Who else with ease had soon destroy'd 
The weak defence that I could make. 

Who then deserves to be ador'd. 
But God, on whom my hopes depend ? 
Or who, except the mighty Loid, 
Can with resistless power defend ? 

XIX. UNIVERSITY. C. M. 

THE statutes of the Lord are just. 

And bring sincere delight ; 
His pure commands in search of truth 

Assist the feeblest sight. 

Of more esteem than golden mines. 

Or gold refin'd with skill ; 
More sweet than honey, or the drops 

That from the comb distil. 

My trusty counsellors they are. 

And friendly warnings give ; 
Divine rewards attend on those 

Who by thy precepts live. 

But what frail man observes how oft 

He does from virtue fall ? 
O cleanse me from my secret faults, 

Tbou God that know'st them all. 



PSALMS. 

XX. WILTSHIRE. C. M. 

THE Lord to thy request attend. 

And hear thee in distress ; 
The name of Jacob's God defend. 

And grant thy arms success. 

To thy salvation. Lord, for aid 

"We cheerfully repair ; 
With banners in thy name display 'd. 

The Lord accept thy prayer. 

Some trust in steeds for war designed. 

On chariots some rely ; 
Against them all we'll call to mind 

The power of God most high. 

Still save us. Lord, and still proceed 

Our rightful cause to bless ; 
Hear, King of heaven, in times of need. 

The prayers that we address. 

XXI. A8HLBT. C. M. 

THE king, O Lord, in songs of praise 

Shall in thy strength rejoice ; 
With thy salvation crown 'd, shall raise 

To heaven his cheerful voice. 

Thy sure defence through nations round 
Has spread his glorious name ; 

And his successful actions crown'd 
With majesty and fame. 

Because the king on God alone 

For timely aid relies. 
His mercy still supports his throne. 

And ail his wants supplies. 

Thou, Lord, thy wondrous strength disclose. 

And thus exalt thy fame ; 
Whilst we glad songs of praise compo^^ 

To thy almighty name. 



PSALMS. 

XXII. BATH. C. M. 

O GOD, my God, in mercv hear 

The voice of my complaint ; 
By day I shed the fruitless tear. 

And in the night I faint. 

Our fathers trusted in the Lord, 

He to their rescue came ; 
Art thou not faithful to thy word ? 

Is not thy love the same ? 

Tliey trusted, and were help'd, but I 

Have none to soothe my pain ; 
The scorners as they pass me, cry, 

" He trusts his God in vain." 

O Lord, my strength, go not away. 

Still keep me with thy love ; 
And raise me, at the last great day. 

To sing thy praise above. 

XXIII. HBLBN. D. CM. 

THE Lord himself, the mighty Lord, 

Vouchsafes to be my guide ; 
The Shepherd, by whose constant care 

My wants are all supplied. 
In tender grass he makes me feed. 

And gently there repose ; 
Then leads me to cool fountains, where 

Refreshing water flows. 

His love reclaims my wand'ring soul. 

And, to his endless praise. 
Guides me with humble zeal to walk 

In his most righteous ways. 
I pass the gloomy vale of death. 

From fear and danger free ; 
For there his aiding rod and staff 

Defend and comfort me. 



PSALMS. 

XXIY. D0NCA8TER. D. C. M> 

LIFT up your heads, eternal gates ; 

Unfold to entertain 
The King of Glory : see, he comes. 

With his celestial train ! 
Who is the King of Glory, who ? 

The Lord for strength renown'd ; 
In battle mighty, o'er his foes 

Eternal Victor crown'd. 

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates. 

In state to entertain 
The King of Glory : lo ! he comes. 

With all his ransom'd train. 
Who is the King of Glory, who ? 

The Lord of Hosts renown'd ; 
Triumphant over sin and death, 

£ternal Victor crown'd. 



XXV. MOUNT BPHRAIM. 9. M. 

TO God, in whom I trust, 
I lift my heart and voice ; 
O let me not be put to shame. 
Nor let my foes rejoice. 

To me the truth impart. 
And lead me in thy way ; 
For thou alone canst bring me help ; 
On thee I wait all day. 

Thy mercies and thy love, 
O Lord, recall to mind ; 
And graciously continue still. 
As thou wert ever, kind. 

Let all my youthful sins 
Be blotted out by thee ; 
And, for thy wondrous goodaeaa %«ALe> 
Id mercy think on me. 



PSALMS. 



XXVI. BEDFORD. ' C. M. 

TRY me, O Lord ; thy searching eyes 
My deeds and thoughts have known ; 

On thee my trembling soul relies. 
Secure in thee alone. 

O search me still ; my heart and reins 

"With strictest view survey ; 
And as thy love my hope sustains. 

Thy truth shall guide my way. 

Lord, where thine honour dwells, have I 

"With joyful footsteps trod ; 
My soul delights to feel thee nigh. 

And rest upon my God. 



XXVII. ST. BENEDICT. L. M. 

O LORD, our guard, our light, our way ; 
What dangers shall our souls dismay ! 
God of our life ! whom need we fear. 
When foes assault, if thou art near ? 

One wish, with holy transport warm. 
Our heairts have form'd, and yet shall form ; 
One thing we ask ; — to spend our days 
In Sion's courts, with prayer and praise. 

Though every earthly friend depart. 
And love forsake a parent's heart. 
The Lord, on whom our hopes depend. 
Will prove a father and a friend. 

Ye trembling saints ! in every strait 
On God with sacred courage wait : 
His grace will life and strength afford : 
O wait then daily in the Lord. 



PSALMS. 

XXVIII. ROSS. p. M. 

LORD, my strength, to thee I pray. 
Turn not thou thine ear away ; 
Gracious to my vows attend. 
While the humble knee I bend. 

On thy long-expected aid 
See my hope for ever stay'd : 
Thou my shield, my fortress art. 
Thou the refuge of my heart. 

Grant me. Lord, thy love to share ; 
Feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
Save thy people from distress. 
And thy fold for ever bless. 

XXIX. BOURTON. RIPPON. P. M. 

THE voice of the Lord the waters controuls. 
Of glory the God, the thunders he forms : 

As willeth Jehovah, the mighty sea rolls ; 

He speaks, and the billows are blackenM with storms. 

The voice of the Lord, resistless its sway ! 

The voice of the Lord in majesty speaks : 
The voice of Jehovah the cedars obey ; 
Jehovah the cedars of Lebanon breaks. 

The voice of the Lord the darkness divides. 
And deals forth his arrows in fiery flakes ; 

The voice of Jehovah the wilderness chides ; 

Jehovah of Kadesh the wilderness shakes. 

The voice of the Lord speeds hinds to their throes ; 

The voice of the Lord smites oaks to the ground ; 
The forest dismantled his majesty shows. 
And all in his temple his praises resound. 

Jehovah is set o'er water -floods high ; 

His kingdom is fix'd, and never shall ceoA^ \ 
Jehovah his people with strength shaW «\x^\\^ \ 
Jehovah shall visit his people with peace. 



PSALMS. 

XXX. ISLINGTON. L. M. 

FIRM was my health, my day was bright 
And 1 presumed 'twould ne'er be night ; 
Fondly I said within my heart, 
" Pleasure and peace should ne'er depart." 

But I forgot thine arm was strong. 
Which made my mountain stand so long ; 
Soon as thy face began to hide. 
My health was gone, my comforts dy'd. 

"Hear me, O God of grace," I said, 
"And bring me from among the dead ;" 
Thy word rebuk'd the pain I felt. 
Thy pardoning love remov'd my guilt. 

My groans, and tears, and forms of woe. 
Are turn'd to joy and praises now ; 
I throw my sackcloth on the ground. 
And ease and gladness gird me round. 

XXXI. FALCON STREET. • 8. M, 

WHATE'ER events betide. 
Thy wisdom times them all ; 
Then, Lord, thy servant safely hide 
From those that seek his fall. 

The brightness of thy face 
To me, O Lord, disclose ; 
And as thy mercies still increase. 
Preserve me from my foes. 

I said, in hasty flight, 
I'm banish'd from thine eyes ; 
Yet still thou kep'st me in thy sight. 
And heard'st my earnest cries. 

Ye that on God rely. 
Courageously proceed : 
For he will still your hearts supply 
With strength in time of need. 



PSALMS. 



WARMHAM. L. M. 



xxxn. 

HE'S blest wbose sins have pardon gain'd^ 
No more in judgment to appear ; 
Whose gnilt remission has obtain'd ; 
And whose repentance is sincere. 

No sooner I my wound disdos'd. 
The guilt that tortur'd me within. 
But thy forgivenness interposed. 
And mercy's healing balm pour'd in. 

True penitents shall thus succeed. 
Who seek thee whilst thou may'st be found ; 
They from the common deluge freed 
Shall see remorseless sinners drown'd. 

Thy favour. Lord, in all distress. 
My tower of refuge I must own ; 
Thou shalt my haughty foes suppress. 
And me with songs of triumph crown. 

XXXIII. SHELDON. C. M. 

HOW happy then are they, to whom 
The Lord for God is known ; 

Whom he from all the world besides 
Has chosen for his own ! 

Tis God, who those that trust in him 

Beholds with gracious eyes; 
He frees their soul from death, their want 

In time of dearth supplies. 

Our soul on God with patience waits. 

Our help and shield is he ; 
Then, Lord, let still our hearts rejoice^ 

Because we trust in thee. 

The riches of thy mercy, Jjord, 

Do thou to us extend ; 
Since we for all we want or Vv&\i 

On thee alone depend. 
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PSALMS. 

XXXIV. WESTON FAVBL. C. M. 

THROUGH all the changing scenes of life. 

In trouble and in joy. 
The praises of my God shall still 

My heart and tongue employ. 

Of his deliv'rance I will boast. 

Till all that are distrest 
From my example comfort take. 

And charm their griefs to rest. 

O make but trial of his love. 

Experience will decide. 
How blest are they, and only they. 

Who in his truth confide. 

Fear him, ye saints, and you will then 

Have nothing else to fear ; 
Make you his service your delight. 

Your wants shall be his care. 

XXXV. SAVOY. L. M 

ALMIGHTY God, my cause defend ; 
O'er me thy guardian shield extend : 
Say to my troubled soul, " In me 
Thy strength and sure salvation see." 

And thou, my soul, with awful joy. 
On God thy stedfast thoughts employ ; 
And, his salvation taught to prove. 
Record the wonders of his love. 

Lord, whom like thee shall sinners find. 
For ever just, for ever kind ; 
Like thee prepared th' afi[iicted poor. 
From lawless insult to secure ? 

For ever blest be Israel's Lord, 
The God of heaven and earth ador*d ; 
Who loves his servants' cause to plead. 
And crowns with peace their favor'd head. 



PSALMS. 

XXXYI. NEW SABBATH. L. M. 

THY mercy. Lord, our only hope. 
Above the heavenly orb ascends ; 
Thy sacred truth's unmeasur'd scope 
Beyond the spreading sky extends. 

Thy justice, like the hills, remains ; 
Unfathom'd depths thy judgments are ; 
Thy providence the world sustains ; 
The whole creation is thy care. 

Since of thy goodness all partake. 
With what assurance should the just 
Thy sheltering wings their refuge make. 
And saints to thy protection trust. 

Such guests shall to thy courts be led 
To banquet on thy love's repast ; 
And drink, as from a fountain's head. 
Of joys that shall for ever last. 

XXXVII. ST. martin's. p. m. 

DEPEND on God, and him obey ; 
So thou within the land shall stay. 

Secure from danger and from want. 
Make his commands thy chief delight ; 
And he, thy duty to requite. 

Shall all thy earnest wishes grant. 

In all thy ways trust thou the Lord, 
And he will needful help afford. 

To perfect every just design : 
He'll make, like light serene and clear. 
Thy clouded innocence appear, 

And as a mid-day sun to shine. 

His constant care thy path shall guide. 
And over all thy way preside ; 

Your portion shall for ever Vast •. 
Ye, when distresa o'erwhelms tVic ewXYit 
Shall be uamoy'd, and e*en in deaTV\v 
The happy fruita of plenty ta»lc. 



PSALMS. 



XXXVIII. WINDSOR. C. M. 

THY chasf ning wrath, O Lord, restrain. 

Though I deserve it all ; 
Nor let at once on me the storm 

Of thy displeasure fall. 

For, Lord, before thy searching eyes 

All my desires appear ; 
And sure my groans have been too loud 

Not to have reach'd thine ear. 

Forsake me not, O Lord my God, 

Nor far from me depart ; 
Make haste to my relief, O thou. 

Who my salvation art. 



XXXIX. BURFORD. C. M. 

LORD, let me know my term of days. 

How soon mv life will end : 
The num'rous train of ills disclose. 

Which this frail state attend. 

My life, thou know'st, is but a span, 

A cipher sums my years ; 
And every man, in best estate. 

But vanity appears. 

Mau like a shadow vainly walks. 
With fruitless cares oppress'd ; 

He heaps up wealth, but cannot tell 
By whom 'twill be possessed. 

Why then should I on worthless toys 

With anxious care attend ? 
On thee alone my stedfast hope 

Shall ever. Lord, depend. 



PSALMS. 

XL. CHINA. C. M. 

I WAITED meekly for the Lord ; 

He bow'd to hear my cry ; 
He saw me resting on his word. 

And brought salvation nigh. 

He rais'd me from a horrid pit 

"Where mourning long I lay ; 
And from my bands released my feet. 

Deep bands of miry clay. 

Firm on a rock he made me stand ; 

And taught my cheerful tongue 
To praise the wonders of his hand. 

In a new thankful song. 

I'll spread his works of grace abroad. 
The saints with joy shall hear. 

And sinners learn to make my Gk)d 
Their only hope and fear. 

XLJ. DEVIZES. C. M. 

HAPPY the man whose tender care 

Relieves the poor distrest ; 
When troubles compass him around. 

The Lord shall give him rest. 

The Lord his life, with blessings crown'd. 

In safety shall prolong ; 
And disappoint the will of those 

That seek to do him wrong. 

If he, in languishing estate. 

Oppressed with sickness lie ; 
The Lord will easy make his bed. 

And inward strength supply. 

Let therefore Israelis Lord and God 

From age to age be bless'd \ 
And all the people's glad app\a.\i%e 

With loud Amen's expreas'd. 



PSALMS. 

XLII. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

AS pants the hart for cooling streams. 

When heated in the chase ; 
So longs my soul, O God, for thee. 

And thy refreshing grace. 

For thee, my God, the living God, 

My thirsty soul doth pine : 
O when shall I behold thy face. 

Thou Majesty divine ! 

Why restless, "why cast down, my soul ? 

Trust God, who will employ 
His aid for thee, and change Uiese sighs 

To thankful hymns of joy. 

And when thy presence. Lord of life. 

Has once dispell'd this storm. 
To thee I'll midnight anthems sing. 

And all my vows perform. 

XLIII. ST. BENEDICT. • L. M. 

SINCE thou art still my only stay. 
Why leav'st thou me in deep distress ? 
Why go I mourning all the day. 
Whilst me insulting foes oppress ? 

Let me with light and truth be blest. 
Be these my guides to lead the way. 
Till on thy holy hill I rest. 
And in thy sacred temple pray. 

Then will I there fresh altars raise. 

To God, who is my only joy ; 

And well-tun'd harps, with songs of praise. 

Shall all my grateful hours employ. 

Why then cast down, my soul ? and why 
So much oppressed with anxious care ? 
On God, thy God, for aid rely. 
Who will thy ruin'd state repair. 



PSALMS. 

XLIV. OXFORD. C. M. 

O LORD, our fathers oft have told 

In our attentive ears. 
Thy wonders in their days perform'd. 

And elder times than theirs. 

For not their courage, nor their sword. 

To them possession gave ; 
Nor strength, that from unequal force 

Their fainting troops could save : 

But thy right hand and powerful arm, 

Whose succour they implored ; 
Thy presence with the chosen race. 

Who thy great name ador'd. 

As thee their God our fathers own'd. 

Thou art our sovereign King ; 
O therefore as thou didst to them. 

To us deliverance bring. 

To thee the triumph we ascribe. 
From whom the conquest came ; 

In God we will rejoice all day. 
And ever bless his name. 

XLV. ST. olavb's. l. m. 

DRESS thee in arms, most mighty Lord ! 

Gird on the terror of thy sword ! 

In majesty and glory ride. 

With truth and meekness at thy side. 

Thy throne, O God, for ever stands ; 
Grace is a sceptre in thy hands ; 
Thy laws and works are just and right. 
Justice and grace are thy delight. 

Grod, thine own God, has richly shed 
His oil of gladness on thy head, 
And with Ms sacred Spirit blest 
Hk £r8t'bom Son above tbe rest. 



PSALMS. 

XL VI. WILMINGTON. P. M. 

GOD is our refuge in distress, 

A present help when dangers press ; 

In him undaunted we'll confide. 
Though earth were from her centre tost. 
And mountains in the ocean lost, 

Hurl'd downward by the roaring tide. 

A gentler stream with gladness still 
The city of our God shall fill. 

The royal seat of God most high : 
God dwells in Sion, whose fair towers 
Shall mock th' assaults of earthly pow'rs. 

While his almighty aid is nigh. 

Submit to God's almighty sway. 
For him the heathen shall obey. 

And earth her so v 'reign Lord confess ; 
The God of hosts conducts our arms. 
Our tow'r of refuge in alarms. 

Our home and solace in distress. 



XLVIL WESTON FAVBL. C, M. 

ARISE, ye saints, with joyful mirth. 

Prepare your hearts to sing ; 
Let all the people of the earth 

Confess th' Almighty King. 

God hath ascended up on high, 

"With trumpets' loudest voice ; 
He sits enthron'd above the sky ; 

In God the Lord rejoice. 

He reigns with holiness and power 

On his eternal throne ; 
Then let the lands his grace adore. 

And him their Saviour own. 



PSALMS. 

XLYIII. MOUNT BPHRAIM. 8. M. 

THESE temples of God's grace. 
How beautiful they stand. 
The honour of our native place. 
And bulwarks of our land. 

In Sion God is known, 
A refuge in distress ; 
How bright has his salvation shone 
Through all her palaces. 

Ofl have our fathers told. 
Our eyes have often seen 
How well our God secures the fold 
Where his own sheep have been. 

In every new distress 
We'll to his house repair. 
We'll think upon his wond'rous grace. 
And seek deliv'rance there. 

XLIX. WARBHAM. L. M. 

LET all of every rank and age. 
Around in list'ning numbers throng : 
For wisdom shall my thoughts engage. 
And heav'nly truth inspire my tongue. 

How vain the power that wealth can give ; 
Alas, how impotent to save ! 
Can riches bid > the sinner live. 
Or keep a brother from the grave ? 

Array'd in rank, with honor crown'd, 
Man cannot long on earth abide ; 
For soon his place shall not be found. 
Forgotten shall be all his pride. 

For when the just the earth shall leave, — 
For like the wicked they must die, — 
Grod will their ransom'd souls receive. 
To reign with him eternally. 



PSALMS. 

L. A8TON. P. M. 

THE Lord hath spoke ; the mighty God 
Hath sent his summons all abroad. 

From dawning light till day declines : 
The list'-fting earth his voice hath heard ; 
And he from Sion hath appeared. 

Where beauty in perfection shines. 

Our God shall come, and keep no more 
Misconstrued silence, as before ; 

But wasting flames before him send : 
And, wbile around him tempests rage. 
Himself shall heaven and earth engage. 

His just tribunal to attend. 

No sacrifice hath he reqiiir'd. 

Save hearts with love and zeal inspired. 

And holy zeal to make them known : 
Who praises God, due honour gives. 
And to the man that justly lives 

His great salvation will be shewn. 

LI. ST. BRIDB^S S. M. 

HAVE mercy. Lord, on me. 
As thou wert ever kind ; 
Let me, opprest with loads of guilt. 
Thy wonted mercy find. 

Against thee. Lord, alone. 
And only in thy sight. 
Have I transgress'd, and though condemned. 
Must own thy judgment right. 

Make me to hear with joy 
Thy kind forgiving voice ; 
That so the bones which thou hast broke 
May with fresh strength rejoice. 

Withdraw not thou thy help. 
Nor cast me from thy si^ht ; 
Nor let thy Holy Spirit take 
Its everlasting flight. 



PSALMS. 

LII. SAVOT. L. H. 

BEHOLD the man of impious mind. 
The roan who ne'er on God leclin'd ; 
Whose heart on treasure 'd stores relied. 
In the vain confidence of pride. 

While high in wealth and state he grew 
He bade his heart its way pursue ; 
Vainly secure — for God shall rise. 
And, lo ! the fated victim dies ! 

But I shall in his courts be seen 
Fresh as the olive, ever green ; 
While there on his unchanging grace 
My everlasting hopes I place. 

Now rU proclaim thy praise abroad ; 
Thine arm has conquer'd. Mighty God ! 
Thy name I'll trust, its power confess. 
Thy saints delight that name to bless. 



ANOBL 8 SONG. L. M. 



Lm. 

FROM heaven the mighty Lord look'd down. 
From heaven, his high exalted throne. 
To search, throughout this world's abode. 
Who understand and seek their God. 

From his appointed righteous way. 
All, all, alas, are gone astray ! 
The way of peace they have not known. 
And none is righteous, no, not one ! 

Gailty, condemned, deprav*d, and lost. 
Who before God hath aught to boast ? 
Arise, O King of Zion, rise. 
And bring salvation from the skies ! 

Then shall thy saints rejoice to sing. 
And each glad heart its tribute brin^ \ 
Pardon and peace shall then be gWe\i, 
And myriads rise from earth to heaven. 



PSALMS. 

LIV. BATH. C. M. 

LORD, save me, for thy glorious name. 

And in thy strength appear. 
To judge my cause ; accept my pray'r. 

And to my words give ear. 

Mere strangers whom 1 never wrong'd. 

To ruin me designed ; 
And cruel men that fear no God, 

Against my soul combined. 

But Grod takes part with all my friends. 

And he's the surest guard ; 
The God of truth shall give my foes 

Their falsehood's due reward. 

While I my grateful oflTring bring. 

And sacrifice with joy ; 
And in his praise my time to come 

Delightfully empJoy. 

LV. BURFORD. C. M. 

HOW often have I wish'd that I 
The dove's swift wings could get ; 

That I might take my speedy flight. 
And seek a safe retreat. 

Then would I wander far from hence. 

And in wild deserts stray. 
Till all this furious storm were spent. 

This tempest past away. 

Vain hopes and vain inventions all. 

To 'scape the rage of hell . 
The mighty God on whom I call. 

Can save me here as well. 

I cast my burdens on the Lord, 

The Lord sustains them all ; 
My courage rests upon his word. 

His saints shall never faW. 



PSAX.MS. 

LVI. 8T. David's. c. h. 

WHAT though sometimes surpris'd by fear, 

Ob danger's first alarm. 
Yet still for succour I depend 

On thy Almighty arm. 

Thou number' st all my steps, since first 

I was com pel rd to flee ; 
My very tears are treasur'd up. 

And register'd by thee. 

Thou hast retriev'd my soul from death. 

And thou wilt still secure 
The life thou hast so oft preserv'd. 

And make my footsteps sure. 

That thus protected by thy power, 

I may this light enjoy. 
And in the service of my God 

My lengthen'd days employ. 

LVII. ISLINGTON. L. H. 

THY mercy. Lord, to us extend. 
On thee alone our hopes depend ; 
Thy shelt'ring wings around us cast. 
Till life's rude storm be overpast. 

To thy blest throne we joyful fly, 
Thou sov'reign Lord and God most high. 
Who wonders has for us begun. 
And wilt not leave thy work undone. 

Thy praises. Lord, we'll still resound. 
To all the list'ning nations round : 
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends. 
Thy grace the highest heaven transcends. 

Be thou, O Lord, exalted high ; 
And as thy glory fills the sky. 
So let it be on earth display'd, 
Till thou art here as there obey'd. 
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PSALMS. 

LVIII. TRIUMPH. P. M. 

YE kings and judges of the earth. 
Adore the God who gave you birth ; 

Hear and maintain his sacred laws : 
Your daily aim, his holy will. 
As his vicegerents, to fulfil ; 

Prompt to assert his righteous cause. 

Ere long the mighty Judge shall come!] 
Transgressors then shall hear their doom : 

The just his mercy shall record. 
Then, in that dre&d tremendous day, 
Th' astonish'd world, convinced, shall say. 

That God the righteous will reward. 



LIX. BATH. C. H, 

ON thee I wait, 'tis on thy strength 

For succour I depend ; 
'Tis thou, O God, art my defence. 

Who only canst defend. 

Thy mercy. Lord, which has so oft 

From danger set me free. 
Shall crown my wishes, and subdue 

My haughty foes to me. 

Whilst early I thy mercy sing. 

Thy wondrous pow'r confess ; 
For thou hast been my sure defence. 

My refuge in distress. 

To thee, with never-ceasing praise, 

O God my strength. Til sing : 
Thou art my God, the rock from whence 

My health and safety spring. 



PSALMS. 

LX. DOVBSDALB. L. H. 

CHASTIS'D, O Lord, cast off by thee, 
O grant us still thy face to see ; 
And may the people, once thy care. 
Again thy gracious presence share ! 

How trembles this divided land. 
Beneath the terrors of thy hand ! 
O thou, the Grod whom we adore, 
Compose its strifes, its peace restore. 

Behold us. Lord, opprest with woe. 

As exird from thy care we go ; 

O let us yet thy mercy share. 

And hear, O hear, our ceaseless prayer. 

Our hope on man repos'd in vain, 
O let thy strength, great God, sustain ; 
And may we, on thine aid reclin'd. 
In thee our firm protector find ! 

LXL ST. bridb's. 8. M, 

WHEN, overwhelm 'd with grief. 
My heart within me dies. 
Helpless, and far from all relief. 
To heaven I lift mine eyes. 

O lead me to the rock 
That's high above my head. 
And make the covert of thy wings 
My shelter and my shade. 

Within thy presence. Lord, 
For ever I'll abide ; 
Thou art the tower of my defence. 
The refuge where I hide. 

Thou givest me the lot 
Of those that fear thy name ; 
If endless life be their reward, 
/ shall possess the tame. 



PSALMS. 

LXII. BRUNSWICK. L. M. 

MY soul for help on God relies. 

From him alone my safety flows ? 

My rock, my health, that strength supplies. 

To bear the shock of all my foes. 

God does his saving health dispense. 
And flowing blessings daily send ; 
He is my fortress and defence. 
On him my soul shall still depend. 

For Grod has oft his will express'd. 
And I this truth have fully known ; 
To be of boundless power possess'd 
Bel Dngs of right to God alone. 

Though mercy is his darling grace. 
In which he chiefly takes delight. 
Yet will he all the human race 
According to their works requite. 

LXIII. ST. martin's. p. m. 

O GOD, my gracious God, to thee 
My morning prayers shall ofl^er'd be ; 

For thee my thirsty soul doth pant : 
My fainting flesh implores thy grace. 
Within this dry and barren place. 

Where I refreshing waters want. 

O to my longing eyes once more 
That view of glorious power restore. 

Which thy majestic house displays I 
Because to me thy wondrous love 
Than life itself does dearer prove. 

My lips shall always speak thy praise. 

When down I lie, sweet sleep to find. 
Thou, Lord, art present to my mind ; 

And when I wake in dead of night. 
Because thou still dost succour bring 
Beneath the shadow of thy wing, 

/ rest with safety and deVii^ht. 



PSALMS. 

LXIV. SAVOY. L. M. 

O LORD, unto my voice attend. 
While at thy throne in prayer I bend ; 
Preserve my life when danger's near. 
From every foe, from every fear. 

Protect me from the secret snare. 
When sin and death their arts prepare; 
From powers of earth and hell combined 
Let me in thee a refuge find. 

When thou shalt bend thy dreadful bow. 
And dart thy wrath on every foe. 
The trembling world shall own thy rod. 
And speak thy wondrous works, O God. 

But glory shall adorn the just. 
While in Jehovah's name they trust ; 
And cheerful songs their joy proclaim. 
And love his word, and fear his name. 

LXV. P0RTUGUB3E. L. M, 

FOR thee, O God, our constant praise 
In Sion waits, thy chosen seat ; 
Our promis'd altars there we'll raise. 
And all our zealous vows complete. 

O thou, who to my humble prayer 
Didst always bend thy listening ear. 
To thee shall all mankind repair. 
And at thy gracious throne appear. 

Our sins, though numberless, in vain 
To stop thy flowing mercy try ; 
Whilst thou o'erlook'st the guilty stain. 
And washest out the crimson dye. 

Blest is the man who, near thee plac'd. 
Within thy sacred dwelling Uvea \ 
Whilst we at humble distance taeXe 
TTie vast delights thy temple g,We%. 



PSALMS. 

LXVI. IRISH. C. M. 

O COME, all ye that fear the Lord, 

Attend with heedful care ; 
Whilst I what God for me has done 

With grateful joy declare. 

As I before his aid implor'd. 

So now I piaise his name ; 
Who if my heart had harbour'd sin 

Would all my pray'rs disclaim. 

But God to me, whene'er I cried. 

His gracious ear did bend ; 
And to the voice of my request 

With constant love attend. 

Then bless'd for ever be my God, 

Who never, when I pray. 
Withholds his mercy from my soul. 

Nor turns his face away. 

LXVII. FALCON STREET. 8. H. 

TO bless thy chosen race 
In mercy. Lord, incline ; 
And cause the brightness of thy face 
On all thy saints to shine. 

That so thy wond'rous ways 
May through the world be known. 
Whilst distant lands their tribute pay. 
And thy salvation own. 

Let differing nations join 
To celebrate thy fame ; 
Let all the world, O Lord, combine 
To praise thy glorious name. 

O let them shout and sing 
With joy and pious mirth. 
For thou the righteous Judge and King 
Shalt govern all the earth. 



PSALMS. 

LXVIII. ETON. L. M. 

TO God your voice in anthems raise, 
Jehovah's awful name he bears ; 
In him rejoice, extol his praise 
Who rides upon high rolling spheres. 

Him, from his empire of the skies 
To this low world compassion draws. 
The orphan's claim to patronize. 
And judge the injur'd widow's cause. 

Ascribe ye pow'r to God most high. 
Of humble Israel he takes care ; 
Whose strength from out the dusky sky. 
Darts shining terrors through the air. 

How dreadful are the sacred courts. 
Where God has fix'd his earthly throne ; 
His strength his feeble saints supports ; 
To God give praise, and him alone. 

LXIX. WILTSHIRE. C. M. 

O LORD amidst the raging tide. 

Preserve my helpless soul ; 
My heart is faint, my footsteps slide. 

As the dark billows roll. 

Lord, for thy tender mercy's sake. 

Support my sinking frame ; 
Redeem my soul, my fetters break. 

And put me not to shame. 

For thou didst never yet despise 
The contrite sinner's prayer ; 

Thou wilt refresh my longing eyes. 
And banish all my care. 

When others leave me, thou art near. 

My drooping soul to raise ; 
And thou wiJt change my gnef axid i«ax 

To BongB of thankful* praise. 



PSALMS. 

LXX. ABRIDGE. C. M. 

WHEN sorrows vex, and foes invade. 

My God, I cry to thee ; 
As thou art still a present aid, 

O haste to succour me. 

Let shame reward the hope of those. 

My helpless soul who spurn ; 
And let the malice of my foes 

To their confusion turn. 

Let all who humbly seek thy face 

Be joyful in thy name ; 
And such as love thy saving grace 

Thy power and truth proclaim. 

To thee my God, the mourner*s friend, 

For timely help I pray ; 
On thee alone my hopes depend ; 

O Lord make no delay. 

LXXI. WESTON FAVEL. C. M. 

ALMIGHTY Father of mankind. 

Thou dost my hope sustain ; 
And when the day of trouble comes 

I shall not trust in vain. 

In early years thou wast my guide. 

And of my youth the friend ; 
And as my days began with thee. 

With thee my days shall end. 

I know the power in whom I trust. 

The arm on which I lean : 
Thou wilt my Saviour ever be. 

Who hast my Saviour been. 

ril trust thy goodness while I live ; 

In death thy name adore ; 
And after death will sing thy praise. 

When time sjiall be no more. 



PSALMS. 

LXXII. WB8T0N FAVBL. C. M. 

HE shall descend like rain that cheers 

The meadow's second birth. 
Or like warm show'rs, whose gentle drops 

Refresh the thirsty earth. 

f n his blest days the just and good 

Shall be with favour crownM ; 
The happy land shall every where 

With endless peace abound. 

The roem'ry of his glorious name 
Through endless years shall run ; 

His spotless fame shall shine as bright 
And lasting as the sun. 

In him the nations of the world 

Shall be completely bless*d. 
And his unbounded happiness 

By every tongue confess'd. 

LiXXIII. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

GOD, my supporter and my hope, 

My help for «ver near. 
Thine arm of mercy held me up. 

When sinking in despair. 

Were I in heaven without my Grod, 

Twould be no joy to me ; 
And while this earth is my abode, 

I long for none but thee. 

Thy counsels. Lord, shall guide my feet 
Through this dark wilderness ; 

Thine hand conduct me near thy seat. 
To dwell before thy face. 



PSALMS. 

LXXIV. OXFORD. C. M. 

WHY hast thou cast us off, O God ? 

Wilt thou no more return ? 
O why against thy chosen flock 

Does thy fierce anger burn ? 

Think on thy ancient purchase. Lord, 

The land that is thy own ; 
By thee redeem'd, and Sion's mount. 

Where once thy glory shone. 

Arise, O God, in our behalf. 

Thy cause and ours maintain ; 
Remember how insulting fools 

Each day thy name prophane. 

O free thy mourning turtle dove. 

By sinful crowds beset ? 
Nor the assembly of thy poor 

For evermore forget. 

LXXV. ST. CECILtA. p. Mf^ 

THAT then, O Lord, art ever nigh. 
Though veil'd in aw^l majesty. 

Thy mighty works declare : 
Thy hand this earthly frame upholds. 
Thine eye the universe beholds. 

With providential care. 

Thou settest up, and pullest down : 
The ruler's power, the monarch's crown,, 

Thy hands alone bestow : 
In thee all creatures live and move ; 
Thou reign'st supreme in heaven above. 

And in the earth below. 

Gre8£t £ing of kings, and Lord of lords. 
Whose hand chastises and rewards. 

Thee only we adore : 
To thee the voice of praise shall rise, 
Ifl hallelujahs to the skies, . 

Till time shall be no mote. I 



\ 



PSALMS. 

LXXVI. DARWBLL. P 

THY glories mighty God ! 
Alone our reverence claim ; 
Thy terrors spread abroad ; 
How awful is thy name ! 

Thine anger shewn. 

Thy judgments near. 

Who dares appear 

Before thy throne ? 

Let all, who round his throne 
With holy gifts draw near. 
There lay their offerings down« 
Jehovah claims their fear : 

Before his word 

The world shall bow. 

And princes know 

Thy terrors. Lord I 

LiXXVIL LONDON NBW. C. 

I CALL to mind the days of old. 

With signal mercy crown'd, 
Those famous years of ancient times. 

For miracles renown'd. 

By night I recollect my songs. 

On former triumphs made ; 
Then search, consult, and ask my heart, 

Where's now that wondrous aid ? 

Can his long-practis'd love forget 

Its wonted aids to bring ? 
Has he in wrath shut up and seaFd 

His mercy's healing spring ? 

I said, my weakness hints these fears : 

But I'll my fears disband ; 
I'll yet remember the Most H\g^, 

AjDd yean of his right hand. 



PSALMS. 

LXXVIII. CAMBRIDGE NEW. C. M. 

LET children hear the mighty deeds 

"Which God perform'd of old. 
Which in onr younger years we saw. 

And which our fathers told. 

He bids us make his glories known. 
His works of power and grace ; 

And we'll convey his wonders down 
Through every rising race. 

Our lips shall tell them to our sons. 

And they again to theirs. 
That generations yet unborn 

May teach them to their heir». 

Thus shall they learn on God alone 

Their hope securely stands ; 
That they may ne'er forget his works. 

But practice his commands* 

LXXIX. ROCKINGHAM, L. M. 

O LORD, how long shall heathens hold 
The heritage that once was thine ? 
How long shall they invade thy fold ? 
How long pollute thy holy shrine? 

Behold the violence, the scorn. 
And all the wrongs thy people bear : 
Opprest, insulted, and forlorn. 
Shall they no more thy favor share ? 

O let their sins be wash'd away. 
For thy compassion. Lord, is great ; 
For thy name^s sake, forbear to slay. 
And lift them from their low estate. 

Let Israel's captive sons be free. 
Restore them, and remove thy rod ; 
That all the earth thy hand may see. 
And, wond'ring, own thee for their God. 



PSALMS. 

LiXXX. 8T. bbnb't. l. m. 

GREAT Shepherd of thine Israel, 
Who didst between the cherubs dwell. 
And lead the tribes, thy chosen sheep. 
Safe through the desert and the deep : 

Thy church is in the desert now ; 

Shine from on high, and guide us through : 

Turn us to thee, thy love restore. 

We shall be sav'd, and sigh no more. 

Great God, whom heavenly hosts obey^ 
How long shall we lament and pray. 
And wait in vain thy kind return ? 
How long shall thy fierce anger burn ? 

Instead of wine and cheeriiil bread. 
Thy saints with their own tears are fed ; 
Turn us to thee, thy love restore. 
We shall be sav'd, and sigh no more. 

LXXXI. UNIYBRSITY. 0. M« 

O THAT my people wisely would 

My just commandments heed. 
And Israel in my righteous ways 

With pious care proceed ! 

Then should my heavy judgments fall 

On all that them oppose. 
And my avenging hand be tum'd 

Against their numerous fees. 

Their enemies and mine should all 

Before my footstool bend ; 
But as for them, their happy state 

Should never know an end. 

All parts with plenty should abound ; 

With finest wheat their field ; 
The barren rocks, to please their taste* 

Should richest honey yield. 
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PSALMS. 

LXXXII. ST. David's. c. u, 

THE Lord among the mighty stands. 

Where his impartial eye 
Surveys the deeds of earthly powers. 

And will their judgments try^ 

O never then unjustly judge. 

Nor for the wicked plead ! 
Defend the orphan and the poor. 

And succour those in need. 

Save from his foes the helpless man. 

When sunk in deep distress ; 
And let him not become a prey 

To such as would oppress. 

Arise, O God, and judge the earth ^ 

Thy righteousness display ; 
The world is thine inheritance. 

And man shall own thy sway« 

LXXXIII. ST. STEPHEN'S. CM. 

HOLD not thy peace, O Lord our God, 

Nor longer silent be ; 
For they lift up their head on high 

Who hatred bear to thee. 

Against thy faithful people. Lord, 

They form the dark design ; 
And to destroy thy chosen flock 

In guilty league combine. 

Like stubble scattered by the storm. 

Like wood amidst the flame. 
Shall they be with thy judgments ▼ex'd,. 

That they may seek thy name 

So shall the wondering world confess 

That thou art God alone ; 
That highest over all the earth 

£xalted is thy throne 



PSALMS. 

LXXXIV. MARTYRDOM. C. M, 

O GOD of hosts, the mighty Lord, 

How lovely is the place. 
Where thou, enthroned in glory, shew'st 

The brightness of thy face. 

Thrice happy they, whose choice has thee 

Their sure protection made ; 
Who long to tread the sacred ways 

That to thy dwelling lead ! 

Who pass through Baca's thirsty vale. 

Yet no refreshment want ; 
Their pools are fili*d with rain, which thou 

At their request dost grant. 

Thus they proceed from strength to strength. 

And still approach more near. 
Till all on Sion's holy mount 

Before their God appear. 

LXXXV. PORTCOAL. L. M« 

LORD, thou hast call'd thy grace to mind. 
Thou hast revers'd our heavy doom : 
So God forgave when Israel sinn'd. 
And brought his wandering captives home. 

Thou hast begun to set us free. 
And made thy fiercest wrath abate ; 
Now let our hearts be turn'd to thee. 
And thy salvation be complete. 

Revive our dying graces. Lord, 
And let thy saints in thee rejoice ; 
Make known thy trnth, fulfil thy word. 
We wait for praise to tune our voice. 

We wait to hear what God will say ; 
He'll speak, and give his people peace : 
But let them run no more astray. 
Lest his returning wrath increase. 



PSALMS. 

LXXXVI. MikRTTRDOM. C M. 

TEACH me thy way, O Lord, and I 

From truth shall ne'er depart ; 
In rev'rence to thy sacred name 

Devoutly fix my heart. 

Thy boundless mercy shewn to me 

Transcends my power to tell ; 
For thou hast oft redeem'd my soul 

From lowest depths of hell. 

Thou, Lord, thy constant goodness didst 

To my assistance bring ; 
Of patience, mercy, and of truth. 

Thou everlasting spring ! 

O bounteous Lord, thy grace and strength 

To me, thy servant, shew ; 
Thy kind protection. Lord, on me, 

Thine handmaid's son, bestow. 

LXXXVII. VIENNA, P. M, 

GLORIOUS things of thee are spoken, 

Sion, city of our God ! 
He whose word cannot be broken, 

Form'd thee for hb own abode : 
On the Rock of Ages founded. 

What can shake thy sure repose ? 
With salvation's walls surrounded. 

Thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

Lord, if thou in Sion's city 

Wilt record our worthless name. 
Let the world deride or pity, 
' We may well endure the shame : 
Here the springs of living waters. 

Springing from eternal love. 
Flow to cheer thy sons and daughters. 
And all dread of want remove. 



PSALMS. 

LXXXVIII. BRUNSWICK. L. M. 

TO thee, O Ix)rd, I cry, forlorn ; 
My pray'r prevents the early mom : 
Why hast thou. Lord, my soul forsook. 
Nor once vouchsaf 'd a gracious look ? 

For seas of trouble me invade, 
■ My soul draws nigh to death*s cold shade ; 
Like one whose strength and hopes are fled. 
They number me among the dead. 

To thee, my God and succour, I 
By day and night address my cry ; 
Vouchsafe my mournful voice to hear. 
To my distress incline thine ear. 

LXXXIX. PORTUGAL. L. M. 

AVHAT seraph of celestial birth 
To vie with Israel's God shall dare ? 
Or who among the gods of earth 
With our Almighty God compare ? 

With rev'rence and religious dread 
His saints should to his temple press ; 
His fear thro' all their hearts should spread. 
Who his Almighty name confess. 

Happy, thrice happy, they who hear 
Thy sacred trumpet's joyful sound ; 
Who may at festivals appear. 
With thy most glorious presence crown'd. 

Thy saints shall always be o'erjoy'd. 
Who on thy sacred name rely ; 
And in thy righteousness empVo^d, 
Above their foes be rais'd on \i\^- 



PSALMS. 

XC. ST. STEPHENS. C. M. 

O LORD, the Savionr and defen(^e 

Of us thy chosen race. 
From age to age thou still hast been 

Our sure abiding place. 

Thou turnest man, O Lord, to dust. 

Of which he first was made ; 
And when thou speak'st the word. Return, 

'Tis instantly obey'd. 

So teach us. Lord, th' uncertain sum 

Of our short days to mind. 
That to true wisdom all our hearts 

May ever be indin'd. 

To satisfy and cheer our souls. 

Thy early mercy send ; 
That we may all our days to come 

In joy and comfort spend. 

XCI. LEACH. p. M. 

HE that hath God his guardian made. 
Shall, under the Almighty's shade. 

Safe and unmov'd abide : 
Thus to my soul of him Til say. 
He is my God, my strength, my stay. 

In him will I confide. 

His tender love and watchful care 
Shall free me from the fowler's snare. 

And noisome pestilence : 
In his protection I will trust ; 
'J His powerful arm shall guard the just ^ 

His truth be their defence. 

For God, who hears his people pray. 
Will save them in the evil day. 

Their joy and strength increase : 
And, when with undisturb'd content 
Their long and happy lives are spent. 
Hell crown their encl wilVi pea.cti. 



PSALMS. 

XCII. »T. PBTBR. P. M. 

THOUf who art enthroned above. 
Thou, in whom we live and move, 
O how sweet with heart and tongue 
To resound thy name in song ; 
When the morning fills the skies. 
When the evening stars arise. 

From thy works my joy proceeds. 
How I triumph in thy deeds; 
Who thy wonders can express ! 
All thy thoughts are fathomless : 
Lord, thou art most great, most high, 
God from all eternity ! 

All who in their sins delight 
Shall be scatter'd By thy might ; 
But, as palm trees lift their head. 
As the stately cedars spread, 
So the righteous shall be seen. 
Ever fruitfnl, ever green. 

XGIII. LUTHSa. L. M. 

WITH glory clad, with strength array'd. 
The Lord, that o'er all nature reigns. 
The world's foundations strongly laid. 
And the vast fabric still sustains. 

How surely stablish'd is thy throne. 
Which shall no change or period see ! 
For thou, O Lord, and thou alone. 
Art God from all eternity. 

The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice, 
- And toss the troubled waves on high ; 
But God above can still their noise. 
And make the angry sea comply. 

Thy promise. Lord, is ever sure : 
And they that in thy house wo\]ld d^^» 
That bappY station to aecure. 
Mast still in holiness excel* 



PSALMS. 

XCIV. BRDFOBD. C. M- 

BLESS'D is the man whom thou, O Lord, 

In kindness dost chastise. 
And by thy sacred rales to walk 

Dost lovingly advise. 

This man shall rest and safety find 

In seasons of distress. 
While God prepares a pit for those 

That stabbomly transgress. 

For God will never from his saints 

His favour wholly take ; 
His own possession and his lot 

He will not quite forsake. 

llie world shall then confess thee just 

In all that thou hast done ; 
And those that choose thy upright ways 

Shall in those paths go on. 

XCV. PORTUQUBSB. L. M. 

O COME, loud anthems let us sing; 
Give thanks to our Almighty King : 
For we our voices high should raise. 
When our 8alvation*8 rock we praise. 

Into his presence let us haste. 
To thank him for his favors past ; 
To him address, in joyful songs. 
The praise that to his name belongs. 

For God the Lord, enthroned in state. 
Is with unrivaU'd glory great : 
The strength of earth is in his hand ; 
He made the sea, and fix'd the land. 

O let us to his courts repair. 
And bow with adoration there ; 
On bended knees devoutly fall, 
Aad oa the Lord our Maker ca\V. 



PSALMS. 

XCVI. NBW COURT. P. M. 

LET all the earth their voices raise. 
To sing their loudest hymns of praise. 

To magnify Jehovah's name ; 
His glory let the heathen know, 
His wonders to the nations shew. 

And all his mighty works proclaim. 

He fram'd the globe, he built the sky. 
He made the shining worlds on high. 

And reigns complete in glory there ; 
His robes are majesty and light ; 
His glories, how divinely bright 1 

His temple, how divinely fair ! 

Come the great day, the glorious hour. 
When earth shall feel his saving power. 

And barbarous nations fear his name ; 
Then shall the race of men confess 
The beauty of his holiness. 

And in his courts his grace proclaim. 

XCVII. POUTUOAL. L. M. 

JEHOVAH reigns, exalted high 
O'er all the earth, o'er all the sky ; 
Though clouds and darkness veil his feet. 
His dwelling is the mercy-seat. 

O ye that love his holy name. 
Hate ev'ry work of sin and shame : 
He guards his chosen people well. 
And saves them from the snares of hell. 

Light for the upright man is sown. 
Immortal light, and joys unknown ; 
Those glorious seeds shall spring, and rise. 
And the blest harvest bless our eyes. 

Rejoice, ye righteous, and record 
The sacred honors of the Lord \ 
None but the soul that feels Vv\% %t%.c% 
Can triumph in his holineas. 



PSALMS. 

XCVIII. OXFORD. C. M. 

SING to the Lord a new made song, 
Who wondrous things has done ; 

With his right hand and holy arm 
The conquest he has won. 

The Lord has through th' astonish'd world 

Display'd his saving might. 
And made his righteous acts appear 

In all the heathen's sight. 

Of Israel's house his love and truth 

Have ever mindful heen ; 
Wide earth's remotest parts the power 

Of Israel's God have seen. 

Let therefore earth*s inhabitants 

Their cheerful voices raise. 
And all, with universal joy. 

Resound their Maker's praise. 

XCIX. OXFORD, c. M. 

JEHOVAH reigns, let therefore all 

The guilty nations quake : 
On cherubs' wings he sits enthron'd ; 

Let earth's foundations shake. 

On Sion's hill he keeps his court. 

His palace makes her towers ; 
Yet thence his sovereignty extends 

Supreme o'er earthly powers. 

..Let therefore all with praise address 

His great and dreadful name ; 
And with his unresisted might 
His holiness proclaim. 

With worship at his sacred courts 

Exalt the God our Lord ; 
For he who only holy is. 

Alone should be ador'd. 



PSALMS. 

C. SAVOY. L. M. 

ALL people that od earth do dwell. 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice ; 
Him serve with fear, his praise forth tell : 
Come ye before him, and rejoice. 

The Lord, ye know, is God indeed. 
Without our aid he did us make : 
We qre his flock, he doth us feed. 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 

O enter then his gates with praise. 
Approach with joy his courts unto : 
Praise, laud, and bless his name always. 
For it is seemly so to do. 

For why ? the Lord our God is good. 
His mercy is for ever sure : 
His truth at all times firmly stood. 
And shall from age to age endure. 

C SAVOY. (Second Version.) L. M. 

WITH one consent let all the earth 
To God their cheerful voices raise ; 
Glad homage pay, with awfiil mirth. 
And sing before him songs of praise. 

Convinc'd that he is God alone. 
From whom both we and all proceed ; 
We whom he chooses for his own. 
The flock that he vouchsafes to feed. 

O enter then his temple gate. 
Thence to his courts devoutly press ; 
And still your grateful hymns repeat. 
And still nis name with praises bless. 

For he's the Lord, supremely good. 
His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth, which always firmly &tood» 
To endless ages shall endure. 



PSilLMS. 

CI. MANCHB8TBR. C. M. 

LORD, when I lift my voice to thee. 

To whom all praise belongs. 
Thy justice and thy love shall be 

The subject of my songs. 

Let wisdom o'er my heart preside. 

To lead my footsteps right ; 
And make thy perfect law my guide. 

Thy service my delight. 

From wicked men I will withdraw. 

All sinful ways forsake ; 
And only those who love thy law 

For my companions take. 

Lord, that I may not go astray. 

Thy constant grace impart ; 
O guide me in thy holy way. 

And fix my wand'ring heart. 

CII. WINDSOR. c. M. 

WHEN we pour out our souls in prayer. 

Do thou, O Lord, attend ; 
To thine eternal throne of grace 

Let our sad cries ascend. 

Hide not from us thy glorious face 

In times of deep distress ; 
But bow thine ear, and, when we call. 

Do thou our grief redress. 

Arise, O God ; on Sion look. 

With an unclouded face ; 
For now th' appointed time is come. 

The promis'd day of grace. 

Thou to the children of thy saints 

Shalt leisting quiet give. 
Whose happy race, securely fix'd. 
Shall in thy presence live. 



PSALMS. 

CIU. ST. dunbtan's. l. m. 

MY souU inspired with sacred love, 
Grod's holy name for ever bless ; 
Of all his favours mindful prove. 
And still thy grateful thanks express. 

The Lord abounds with tender love. 
And unexampled acts of grace ; 
His waken'd wrath does slowly move. 
His willing mercy flows apace. 

As high as heaven its arch extends 
Above this little spot of clay. 
So much his boundless love transcends 
The small respects that we can pay. 

As far as 'tis from east to west. 
So far has he our sins removed. 
Who with a father's tender breast 
Has such as fear him always lov'd. 

CIV. TRURO. C. M. 

BLESS God, my soul ; thou Lord alone 
Possessest empire without bounds : 
With honour thou art crown'd, thy throne 
Eternal majesty surrounds. 

With light thou dost thyself enrobe. 
And glory for a garment take ; 
Heaven's curtains stretch beyond the globe. 
Thy canopy of state to make. 

God builds on liquid air, and forms 
His palace chambers in the skies ; 
The clouds his chariots are, and storms 
The swift-wing'd steeds with which he flies. 

As bright as flame, and swift as wind. 
His ministers heaven's palace fill. 
To have their sundry tasks aasigu*^*. 
AU proud to serve their Sovereign** -viVX. 
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PSALMS. 

CIV. HANOVER. (Second Version.) P. M* 

MY soul praise the Lord, speak good of his name ; 
O Lord, our great God. how dost thou appear ! 
So passing in glory, that great is thy fame ; 
Honor and majesty in thee shine most clear. 

With light, as a robe, thou hast thyself clad. 
Whereby all the earth thy greatness may see ; 
The heavens in such sort thou also hast sprestd. 
That they to a curtain compared may be. 

Hb chamber beams lie in the clouds full sure. 
Which as his chariots are made him to bear ; 
And there with much swiftness his course doth en- 
Upon the wings riding of winds in the air. [dure. 

His spirits he makes as heralds to go, ' 

And lightnings to serve we see also prest i 
His will to accomplish they run to and fro. 
To save or consume us, as seemeth him best. 

CV. . CAMBRIDGB NEW. C. M. 

O RENDER thanks, and bless the Lord ; 

Invoke his sacred name ; 
Acquaint the nations with his deeds. 

His matchless deeds proclaim. 

Sing to his praise, in lofty hymns 

His wondrous works rehearse ; 
Make them the theme of your discourse. 

The subject of your verse. 

Rejoice in his almighty name. 

Alone to be ador'd ; 
And let their heart overflow with joy 

That humbly seek the Lord. 

Seek ye the Lord, his saving strength 

Devoutly still implore ; 
And where he's ever present, seek 

His face for evermore. 



PSALMS. 

CVI. NEW SABBATH. L. Bf. 

O RENDER thanks to God above. 
The fountain of eternal love ; 
Whose mercy firm through ages past 
Has stood, and shall for ever last. 

Who can his mighty deeds express. 
Not only vast, but numberless ? 
What mortal eloquence can raise 
His tribute of immortal praise ? 

Happy are they, and only they. 
Who from thy judgments fear to stray ; 
Who know what's right, nor only so. 
But strive to practise what they know. 

Extend to me that favour. Lord, 
Thou to thy chosen dost afford : 
When thou retum'st to set them free. 
Let thy salvation visit me. 

CVII. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

HOW are thy servants bless'd, O Lord ! 

How sure is thy defence ! 
Eternal Wisdom is their guide. 

Their help Omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote. 

Supported by thy care. 
Through burning climes they pass unhurt. 

And breathe in tainted air. 

From all their dangers and their fears 

Thy mercy sets them free ; 
While in the confidence of prayer 

Their souls take hold on thee. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths. 

We will thy name adore ; 
We praise thee for thy mercies pa^l. 

And trust thy grace for moTe. 



PSALMS. 

CVIII. WINCHBSTBR NEW. D. C. M. 

O GOD, my heart is fiiUy bent 

To magnify thy name ; 
My tongue, with cheerfcd songs of praise^ 

Shall celebrate thy fame. 
Because thy mercy's boundless height 

The highest heaven transcends. 
And far beyond th' aspiring clouds 

Thy faithful truth extends. 

Be thou, O Grod, exalted high 

Above the starry frame ; 
And let the world, with one consent. 

Confess thy glorious name. 
That all thy chosen people thee 

Their Saviour may declare : 
Let thy right hand protect me still. 

And answer thou my prayer. 

CIX. IRISH. C. M. 

O GOD, whose former mercies make 

My constant praise thy due. 
Hold not thy peace, but my sad state 

With wonted favour view. 

Still for thy mercy's sake, O Lord, 

Do thou my foes withstand ; 
That all may see 'tis thy own act. 

The work of thy right hand. 

Then I to God, in grateful thanks. 

My cheerful voice will raise ; 
And, where the great assembly meets. 

Set forth his noble praise. 

For him the poor shall always find 
Their sure and constant friend ; 

And he shall from unrighteous dooms 
Their guiltless souls defend. 



PSALMS. 

ex. TRIUMPH. P. M. 

THE Lord unto my Lord thus spake ; 
Till I thy foes thy footstool make. 

Sit thou in state at my right hand : 
Supreme in Sion thou shalt be. 
All, all thy proud oppressors see 

Subjected to thy just command. 

Thee, in thy power's triumphant day. 
The willing nations shall obey : 

And, when thy rising beams they view. 
Shall all redeemed from error's night. 
Appear as numberless and bright 

As crystal drops of morning dew. 

The Lord hath sworn, nor sworn in vain. 
That like Melchisedech's, thy reign 

And priesthood shall no period know : 
Thou in the highway brooks shall first. 
Like a poor pilgrim, slake thy thirst. 

And then in triumph raise thy head. 

CXI. TRURO. L. M. 

PRAISE ye the Lord ; our God to praise 
My soul her utmost pow'rs shall raise ; 
With private friends, and in the throng 
Of saints, his praise shall be my song. 

Just are the dealings of his hands. 
Immutable are his commands ^ 
By truth and equity sustain'd. 
And for eternal rules ordain'd. 

He set his saints from bondage free. 
And then establish'd his decree. 
For ever to remain the same ; 
Holy and rev'rend is his name. 

His bounty, like a flowing tide. 

Has all his servants' wants &uppV\«d \ 

And he will ever keep in mmd 

His cow'D&nt with our fathers e\fs;a*d. 



PSALMS. 

CXII. SUARBT. L. If. 

THAT man is blest who stands in awe 
Of God, and loves his sacred law : 
In heavenly peace his days shall end. 
And blessings to his seed descend. 

The soul that's fiU'd with holy light. 
Shines brightest in affliction *s night : 
He trusts in Grod, and will not fear 
The evil tidings he may hear. 

His stedfast piety shall claim 
A lasting favor for his name : 
The sweet remembrance of the just 
Shall flourish when he sleeps in dust. 

His name the poor shall learn to bless. 
Who oft hath succour'd their distress ; 
And many an humble mourner's tear 
Shall grace the good man's honor'd bier. 

CXIII. ANNiyERSA.RT. P. M. 

YE saints and servants of the Lord, 
The triumphs of his name record ; 

His sacred name for ever bless : 
Where'er the circling sun displays 
His rising beams, or setting rays. 

Due praise to his great name address. 

God through the world extends his sway ; 
The regions of eternal day 

But shadows of his glory are : 
With him, whose majesty excels. 
Who made the heaven in which he dwells. 

Let no created power compare. 

Though 'tis beneath his state to view 
In highest heaven what angels do. 

Yet he to earth vouchsafes his care : 
He takes the needy from his cell. 
Advancing him in courts to dwell. 

Companion to the greatest there. 



PSALMS. 

CXIV. MONTGOMERY. L. M. 

WHEN Israel, by th' Almighty led, 
Enricli'd with their oppressors* spoil. 
From Egypt march'd, and Jacob's seed 
From bondage in a foreign soil ; 

The distant sea with terror saw. 
And from th' Almighty's presence fled ; 
Old Jordan's streams, surpris'd with awe. 
Retreated to their fountain's head. 

O sea, what made your tide withdraw. 
And naked leave your oosy bed ? 
Why, Jordan, against nature's law 
Recoil'dst thou to thy fountain's head ? 

Earth, tremble on ; well may'st thou fear 
Thy Lord and Maker's face to see ; 
When Jacob's awful God draws near, 
Tis time for earth and seas to flee. 

CXV. MANCHESTER. C. M. 

LORD, not to us, we claim no share. 

But to thy sacred name. 
Give glory for thy mercy sake. 

And truth's eternal fame. 

O Israel, make the Lord your trust. 

Who is your help and shield : 
Priests, Levites, trust in him alone. 

Who only help can yield. 

Let all, who truly fear the Lord, 

On him they fear rely : 
Who them in danger can defend. 

And all their wants supply. 

On you, and on your heirs, he will 

Increase of blessings bring ; 
Thrice happy you who childteii ai^ 

OfthiB Almighty King, 



PSALMS. 



CXVI. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

I LOVE the Lord ; he lent an ear 

When I for help implored ; 
He rescued me from all my fear. 

Therefore I love the Lord. 

Return, my soul, unto thy rest. 

From Grod no longer roam ; 
His hand hath bountifully blest. 

His goodness call'd thee home. 

What shall I render unto thee. 

My Saviour, in distress. 
For all thy benefits to me. 

So great and numberless ? 

The cup of blessing to my mouth 

With grateful hand I'll raise ; 
And in thy public courts shew forth 

My sacrifice of praise. 

Henceforth to thee myself I give ; 

And on thy grace rely. 
To walk before thee while I live. 

To bless thee when I die. 



CXVIL DBNBIOH. D. L. M. 

FROM all that dwell below the skies. 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 
Eternal are thy mercies. Lord ! 
Eternal truth attends thy word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore. 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 



PSALMS. 

CXVIII. DOXOLOGY. C. M. 

THIS day is God's ; let all the land 

Exalt a cheerful voice : 
Lord, we beseech thee, save us now. 

And make us still rejoice. 

Then open wide the temple gates. 

To which the just repair ; 
That we may enter io, and praise 

Our great deliv'rer there. 

That which the builders once refus'd 

Is now the corner stone : 
This is the wond'rous work of God, 

The work of God alone. 

With me ye saints give thanks to him. 
Who still doth gracious prove ; 

And let the tribute of our praise 
Be endless as his love. 

CXIX. BEDFORD. C. M. 

HOW blest are they, whose hearts sincere, 

God's perfect laws obey ; 
Whose cautious steps with holy fear 

Pursue the heav'nly way. 

Their minds, by sacred wisdom led. 

No secret guile approve ; 
With holy joy his paths they tread. 

Directed by his love. 

O that my ways were form'd aright. 

And guided by thy will ; 
Till all my best desires unite 

Thy statutes to fulfil. 

Then shall each anxious fear depart. 

Nor shame my face overspread. 
When all thy precepts guide my \i«ttxti» 

By holy induenee led. 



PSALMS 

CXIX. Part 2. BELLB FIELD. C. M. 

INSTRUCT me in thy statutes. Lord, 

Thy righteous paths display. 
For I from them through all my life. 

Would never go astray. 

If thou true wisdom from above. 

Wilt graciously impart. 
To keep thy perfect laws I will 

Devote my zealous heart. 

Direct me in the sacred ways 

To which thy precepts lead ; 
And then my chief delight shall be 

Thy righteous paths to tread. 

Thou know*st how after thy command 

My longing heart does pant ; 
O then make haste to raise me up 

And promised succour grant. 

CXIX. Part 3. ST. DA.VID*8. c. M. 

ACCORDING to thy promised grace. 

Thy favour. Lord, extend ; 
Make good to me the word, on which 

Thy servant's hopes depend. 

That only comfort in distress 

Will all my griefs controul ; 
Thy word, when troubles hem me round. 

Revives my fainting soul. 

May I thy statutes and decree. 

My cheerful anthems make ; 
While through strange lands and desert wilds 

My pilgrim course I take. 

Thy name that cheer'd my heart by day 

Shall fill my thoughts by night ; 
May I have grace by thy just laws 

To guide my steps aright. 



PSALMS. 

CXX. BURFORD. C. M. 

IN my distress to God I cry'd. 

And he gave ear to me ; 
From lying lips, and guileful tongue,. 

O Lord,, my soul set free. 

Woe's me that I in Mesech am 

A sojourner so long ; 
That I in tabernacles dwell 

To Kedar that belong. 

My soul with him that hateth peace 

Hath long a dweller been ; 
I am for peace, but when I speak. 

For battle they are keen. 

CXXL IRISH. c. M. 

TO Sion's hill I lift my eyes. 

From thence expecting aid ; 
From Sion's hill, and Sion's God, 

Who heaven and earth has made. 

Then thou, my soul, in safety rest. 

Thy guardian will not sleep ; 
His watchful care that Israel guards 

Will Israel safely keep. 

Shelter'd beneath th' Almighty wings. 

Thou shalt securely rest. 
Where neither sun nor moon shall thee 

By day or night molest. 

At home, abroad, in peace, in war. 

Thy God shall thee defend ; 
Conduct thee through life's pilgTl\x\Qc^% 

Safe to thy journey's end. 



PSALMS. 

CXXII. CAMBRIDOB NBW. C. M. 

O 'TWAS a joyful sound to hear 

Our tribes devoutly say, 
Upi Israel, to the temple haste. 

And keep your festal day. 

*Tis thither by divine command 

The tribes of God repair. 
Before his ark to celebrate 

His name with praise and prayer. 

O pray we then for Salem's peace. 

For they shall prosperous be. 
Thou holy city of our God ! 

Who bear true love to thee. 

May peace within thy sacred walls 

A constant guest be found ; 
With plenty and prosperity 

Thy palaces be crown'd. 

CXXIIL ST. AUSTIN. p. M. 

LORD, before thy throne we bend ; 
Lord, to thee our hopes ascend ; 
Servants, to our master true» 
Lord, we yield thee homage due : 
Children, to our God we fly. 
Gracious Father, hear our cry. 

From the heavens, thy dwelling place. 
Hear and grant thy pard'ning grace ; 
In temptation's dang'rous hour. 
Leave us not beneath its power ; 
God, our Savioui, still be nigh. 
Lord of life and victory ! 



PSALMS. 

CXXIV. WAREHAM. L. M. 

HAD not the Lord» may Israel say^ 
Had not the Lord his aid supplied^ 
When those, who sought us for a prey. 
Rose like the ocean's swelling tidt ; 

The angry waters that assaird. 
Had fiercely rag'd beyond control ; 
Their rising billows had prevail'd ; 
The floods had overwhelm'd our soul. 

But prais'd for ever be the Lord, 
Who made our souls his gracious care ; 
He did his timely help afiford. 
And broke the wily fowler's snare. 

Our help is in Jehovah's name. 
Who form'd the earth, and built the sky ; 
He that upholds their wond'rous frame. 
His people guards with watchful eye. 

CXXV. BRUNSWICK. L. M. 

THOSE who with holy confidence 
Trust on the Lord for their defence, 
Secur*d by his protecting hand 
Shall stedfast as Mount Zion stand. 

And as the mighty hills surround 
Majestic Salem's hallow'd ground ; 
So round his people widely spread. 
Shall God his guardian influence shed. 

Far from that people shall he still 
Remove the dangerous powers of ill ; 
Lest they infect his favour'd race. 
And turn them from the paths of grace. 

That God whose law is virtue's guide. 
Will humble all the sons of pride ; 
And fill alone the righteous breast 
With Israel's joy and Israel' ft le^V.. 
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PSALMS. 

CXXVL CHBUBBA. D. C. M. 

WHEN Sion's bondage God turnM back. 

As men that dream'd were we. 
Then filFd with laughter was our mouth. 

Our tongue with melody : 
They 'mong the heathen said, the Lord 

Great things for them hath wrought. 
The Lord hath done great things for us. 

Whence joy to us is brought. 

As streams of water in the south. 

Our bondage Lord recall. 
Who sow in tears, in reaping time 

Of joy enjoy they shall. 
That man who bearing precious seed. 

In going forth doth mourn. 
He doubtless, bringing back his sheaves. 

Rejoicing shall return. 



CXXVII. 



ST. MARY 8. C. M. 



WE build with fruitless cost, unless 
The Lord the pile sustain ; 

Unless the Lord the city keep 
The watchman wakes in vain. 

In vain we rise before the day. 

And late to rest repair. 
Allow no respite to our toil. 

And eat the bread of care. 

Supplies of life, with ease to them. 
He on his saints bestows ; 

He crowns their labour with success. 
Their nights with sound repose. 



PSALMS. 

CXXVIII. WILTSHIRE. C. M. 

HOW blest the man, whose heart is fill'd 

With holy zeal and awe ; 
Whose lips to God their tribute yield ; 

Whose life adorns his law. 

The Lord in mercy near him stands. 

To guard his favor'd head ; 
And on the labour of his hands 

Will constant blessings shed. 

He, by the Grod of Jacob blest. 
Through length of days shall see 

His children's children, Sion*s rest. 
And her prosperity. 

Yea, richer mercies far than these 

On him the Lord shall pour ; 
Shall crown his soul with joy and peace. 

And life for evermore. 

CXXIX. BATH. C. M, 

OFT from my youth, may Israel say. 

Have I been sore assail'd ; 
Oft have the wicked vex'd my soul. 

But never yet prevail'd. 

The ploughers ploughed upon my back. 
And made long furrows there ; 

But, strong to save, the righteous Lord 
Hath broke the deadly snare. 

Confusion and defeat repay 

The hate of Sion's foes ; 
Like grass that on the house-top springs. 

But withers as it grows ; — 

So shall their evil purpose end 

In fruitless toil and shame ; 
Nor any wish their hopes success, 

Nor bless them in God's iiaicift. 



PSALMS. 

CXXX. MAROATB LENT. S. If. 

MY soul with patience waits 
For thee, the living Lord ; 
My hopes are on thy promise built. 
Thy never-failing word. 

My longing eyes look out 
For thy enliv'ning ray ; 
More duly than the morning watch. 
To spy the dawning day. 

Let Israel trust in God, 
No bounds his mercy knows ; 
The plenteous source and spring from, whence 
Eternal succour flows. 

Whose friendly streams to us 
Supplies in want convey ; 
A healing spring, a spring to cleanse. 
And wash our guilt away. 

CXXXI. VIENNA. P. M. 

LET thy grace. Lord, make me lowly ; 

Humble all my swelling pride ; 
Fallen, guilty, and unholy. 

Greatness from my eyes I'll hide. 

Wean'd from earth's vexatious pleasures. 

In thy love I'll seek for mine ; 
Plac*d in heaven my nobler treasures. 

Earth I quietly resign. 

Israel, thus the world despising. 

On the Lord alone rely ; 
Then, from Him thy joys arising. 

Like himself shall never die. 
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CXXXII. WESTON FA.VEL. C. M. 

WITH holy reverence and joy 

We to God's house repair ; 
Before his footstool meekly bow. 

And pour the humble prayer. 

Arise, O Lord, and enter now 
Thy constant place of rest ; 
Not only with thy name be this. 
But with thy presence blest. 

Clothe thou thy priests with righteousness. 

Make thou thy saints rejoice ; 
And for thy boundless mercy's sake. 

Regard thy suppliant's voice. 

For Sion, God's most holy seat. 

In glory doth excel ; 
This is the favor'd place of rest. 

Where he delights to dwell ! 

CXXXIII. OXFORD. c. M. 

HOW vast must their advantage be. 
How great their pleasure prove. 

Who live like brethren, and consent 
In offices of love. 

True love is like that precious oil. 
Which pour'd on Aaron's head. 

Ran down his beard, and o'er his robes 
Its costly moisture shed. 

'TIS like refreshing dew, which does 

On Hermon's top distil ; 
Or like the early drops that fall 

On Sion's fruitful hill. 

For Sion is the chosen seat. 

Where the Almighty King 
The promis'd blessing has ordain*d. 

And life's eternal spring. 
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CXXXIV. HBNSBURY. C. M. 

O BLESS the Lord, all ye who stand 

Before his awful throne ; 
Acknowledge his Almighty hand. 

For he is God alone. 

To him, ye servants of the Lord, 

Your hands and voices raise ; 
Worthy by all to be ador'd 

With everlasting praise. 

Thou Lord of heaven and earth, send down 

A blessing from above ; 
With grace and truth thy servants crown. 

And seal them with thy love. 

CXXXV. WARWICK. CM. 

O PRAISE the Lord with one consent. 

And magnify his name ; 
Let all the servants of our God 

His glorious name proclaim. 

Praise him all ye, that in his house 

Attend with constant care ; 
Who to his courts with holy joy 

And humble zeal repair. 

The Lord with unresisted might 

Performs his sov'reign will ; 
And all the powers of heaven and earth 

His wise designs fulfil. 

Their sense of his unbounded love 

Let all his saints proclaim ; 
Adore him for his mighty works. 

And magnify his name. 

C XXXVI. FARNHAM. P. M. 

TO God the mighty Lord, 

Your joyful thanks repeat ; 
To him due praise afiford. 

As good as he is great. 
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For Grod does prove 

Our constant friend ; 
His boundless love 

Shall never end. 

To him, whose wondrous pow'r 

All other gods obey. 
Whom earthly kings adore. 

This grateful homage pay. 

For God, &c. 

He, in our depth of woe. 

On us with favour thought. 
And from our cruel foes 

In peace and safety brought. 

For God, &c. 

He does the food supply 

On which all creatures live : 
To God, who reigns on high, 

£temal praises give. 

For <3rad, &c. 

CXXXVII. BABYLON. L. M* 

WHEN we, our wearied limbs to rest. 
Sat down by proud Euphrates' stream. 
We wept, with doleful thoughts opprest. 
And Sion was our mournful theme. 

Our harps, that when with joy we sung 
Were wont their tuneful parts to bear. 
With silent strings neglected hung 
On willow trees 5iat wither'd there. 

O Salem, our once happy seat. 
When I of thee forgetful prove. 
Let then my trembling heart forget 
The speaking strings with art to move. 

If I to mention thee forbear. 
Eternal silence seize my tongue *, 
Or if I sing one cheerful a\T» 
Till tby deliv'rance is my Bon^. 
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CXXXVIII. BR0M8GR0VE. C. M. 

WITH my whole heart, my God and King, 

Thy praise I will proclaim ; 
Before the world with joy Til sing. 

And bless thy holy name. 

Thou graciously inclin'dst thine ear. 

When I to thee did cry ; 
And, when my soul was press'd with fear. 

Didst inward strength supply. 

For Gk)d, although enthron'd on high. 

Does thence the poor respect ; 
The proud far oflf his scornful eye 

Beholds with just neglect. 

CXXXIX, ROCKINGHAM. L. M. 

THOU, Lord, by strictest search hast known 
My rising up and lying down ; 
My secret thoughts are known to thee. 
Known long before conceived by me. 

Thine eye my bed and path surveys. 
My public haunts and private ways ; 
Thou know'st what 'tis my lips would vent. 
My yet unutter'd words' intent. 

Surrounded by thy pow'r I stand. 
On ev'ry side I find thy hand : 
O skill for human reach too high ! 
Too dazzling bright for mortal eye ! 

O could I so perfidious be. 

To think of once deserting thee. 

Where, Lord, could I thy influence shun ? 

Or whither from thy presence run ? 

Search, try, O God, my thoughts and heart. 
If mischief lurks in any part ; 
Correct me if I go astray. 
And guide me in thy perfect way. 
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CXL. WILMINGTON. P. M. 

MY God, when clangers press me round. 
And safety but in thee is found, 

O leave me not alone : 
Preserve my soul from ev'ry snare, ' 
Grant me thine aid, and let my prayer 

Reach thine eternal throne. 

Thou art my God, ray strength, my stay. 
Who, in temptation's evil day. 

Hast shielded me from harm : 
Now to the malice of my foes. 
Lord, the resistless force oppose 

Of thine almighty arm. 

I know that God his church will keep. 
Will bid the mourner cease to weep. 

And plead the poor man's cause : 
When wrath the wicked shall destroy. 
They shall abide in peace and joy 

Who love thy righteous laws. 

CXLI. FRAMLINQHAM. P. M. 

LORD, accept my early vows. 
Like fresh incense in thy house ! 
Let my nightly worship rise. 
Sweet as evening sacrifice. 
Watch my lips, and guard them. Lord, 
Check the rash and idle word ; 
Turn my feet, whene'er I stray. 
Lead me in the perfect way. 

Search and try my ev'ry thought. 
That my heart accuse me not : 
Walking in a false disguise. 
Who can meet thy searching eyes ? 
Teach me. Lord, thy holy will. 
Lead me to thy heav'nly hill ; 
Let the Spirit of thy love 
Guide me to thy courts above. 
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CXLII. MARGATR LRNT. 8. M. 

IN deep distress to God 
I pour'd my care and grief; 
To him I rais'd my mournful cry. 
And sought from him relief. 

I look'd, but found no friend 
To aid me in distress ; 
All refuge fail'd, and none vouchsafed 
To pity or redress. 

To God, at length I cried. 
Thou, Lord, my refuge art. 
My portion in the land of life. 
Till life itself depart. 

Redeem my helpless soul. 
That I may praise thy name; 
So shall assembled saints with me 
Thy power and grace proclaim. 

CXLIIL ST. Mary's. c. m. 

LORD, hear my pray'r, and to my cry 

Thy wonted audience lend ; 
In thine accustom'd faith and truth 

A gracious answer send. 

I call to mind the days of old. 
The wonders thou hast wrought ; 

My former dangers and escapes 
Employ my musing thoughts. 

To thee my hands in humble pray'r 
I fervently stretch out ; 
My soul for thy salvation thirsts. 
Like lands oppressed with drought. 

Thy kindness early let me hear. 
Whose trust on thee depends ; 
Teach me the way where 1 should go ; 
My soul to thee ascends. 
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CXLIV. NEW SABBATH. L. M. 

BLEST be the Lord, our strength and shield. 
Amid the dangers of the field. 
Whose power prepares us for the fight. 
And arms us with resistless might. 

Still, Lord, thy presence interpose. 
And save us from our threatening foes : 
Our efforts bless, our strength increase. 
And crown the land with joy and peace. 

Then shall the fold its thousands yield. 
And oxen till the fruitful field ; 
No more shall captives mourn their chain. 
Nor want nor wretchedness complain. 

O happy people ! favor*d state ! 
On whom such ample blessings wait ; 
Thrice blest, who on the Lord depend, 
Tlieir God, Uieir guardian, and their friend. 

CXLV. WARWICK. C. Bf. 

THE Lord is good ; fresh acts of grace 

His pity still supplies ; 
His anger moves with slowest pace. 

His willing metcy flies. 

His love through earth extends its fame. 

By all his works exprest. 
These shew his praise, while his great name 

Is by his servants blest. 

Whate'er their various wants require 

With open hand he gives ; 
And so fulfils the just desire 

Of ev'ry thing that lives. 

My time to come, in praises spent. 

Shall still declare his fame : 
Let all the earth, with one coTkA^nV., 

Exalt his glorious name. 
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CXLVI. ANOELS' SONG. L. M. 

GOD of my life, through all its days 
My grateful pow'rs shall sound thy praise ; 
The song shall wake with opening light. 
And echo to the silent night. 

When anxious cares would break my rest. 
And sorrows tear my throbbing breast. 
Thy tuneful praises, rais'd on high. 
Shall check the murmur and the sigh. 

And O, when my last conflict's o'er. 
And I am chain'd to flesh no more. 
With what glad accents shall I rise. 
To join the music of the skies ! 

The cheerful tribute will I give. 
Long as a deathless soul can live : 
A work so sweet, a theme so high. 
Demands a long eternity. 

CXLVII. LYDIA. c. M. 

O PRAISE the Lord, Jerusalem ; 

Thy God, O Sion, praise ! 
Whose arm alone thy safety brings ; 

The strength of all thy ways. 

Thy children he hath blest in thee. 

And giv'n thy borders peace ; 
His love hath crown'd thy fruitful fields 

With harvest's glad increase. 

To Jacob he hath fully taught 

The doctrines of his word ; 
And maketh known to Israel's seed 

The statutes of the Lord. 

He hath not thus to other lands 
His power and love made known ; 

Then let us all, with thankful songs. 
Adore his name alone. 
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CXLVIII. FARNHAM. P. M. 

YE bouDdless realms of joy. 

Exalt vour Maker's name : 

In praise your songs employ 

Above the starry frame : 
Your voices raise, ye cherubim. 
And seraphim, to sing his praise. 

Thou moon, that rul'st the night. 

And sun, that guid'st the day ; 

Ye glitt'ring stars of light. 

To him your homage pay : 
His praise declare, ye heav'ns above. 
And clouds that move in liquid air. 

Let them adore the Lord, 

And praise his holy name. 

By whose almighty word 

They all from nothing came : 
And all shall last, from changes free ; 
His firm decree stands ever fast. 

CXLIX. HANOVER. p. Bff. 

O PRAISE ye the Lord ; 

Prepare your glad voice. 
His praise in the great 

Assembly to sing : 
In God, their Creator, 

Let Israel rejoice. 
And children of Sion 

Be glad in their King. 

Let them his great name 

Extol and adore. 
With loud hallelujahs 

His praises express. 
Who always takes pleasure 

His saints to restore. 
And with his salvation 

Tlie humble to bless. 

H 2 



PSALMS. 

CL. CREATION. D. L. 1 

O PRAISE the Lord in that blest place 
From whence his goodness largely flows ; 
Praise him in heaven, where he his face 
Unveil'd in perfect glory shews : 
Praise him for all the mighty acts 
Which he in our behalf hath done ; 
His kindness this return exacts. 
With which our praise should equal run. 

To praise, awake each tuneful string. 
Harmonious let the concert rise ; 
And to the solemn organ sing. 
That swells your rapture to the skies. 
Let all that vital breath enjoy. 
The breath he does to them afford. 
In just returns of praise employ : 
Let ev'ry creature praise the Lord. 



PARAPHRASES. 



1. CAMBRIDGE NEW. C. M. P^alm CXXxH. 

ARISE, O King of grace, arise. 

And enter to thy rest ! 
Lo ! thy church waits with longing eyes. 

Thus to be own*d and bless'd. 

Enter with all thy glorious train. 

Thy Spirit and thy word ; 
All that the ark did once contain 

Could no such grace afford. 

Here, mighty God, accept our yows. 

Here let thy praise be spread ; 
Bless the provisions of thy house. 

And fill thy poor with bread. 

Here do thou hold a lasting throne ; 

And as thy kingdom growp. 
Fresh honours shall adoTiv tVi^ c\cd^w. 

And shame confound lYv^ to^%. 



PARAPHRASES. 

II. ANOBLs' SONG. L. M. Gen. iz. 13— 16. 

AROUND the throne the rainbow shines. 
Fair emblem. Lord, of thy designs ; 
Blight pledge, that speaks thy cov'nant sure. 
Long as thy kingdom shall endare. 

No more shall deluges of woe 
Thy new created world overthrow ; 
Jesus, our Sun, his beams displays. 
And gilds the clouds with beauteous rays. 

No gems so bright, no forms so fair ; 
Mercy and truth shine radiant there ; 
Thy saints shall bless the peaceful sign. 
When stars and suns forget to shine. 

Ev'n here, while storms, and gloomy shade. 
And horrors, all the scene o'erspread. 
Faith views thy throne with piercing eye. 
And feels the rainbow still is nigh. 

III. DENMARK. L. M. Psalm C. 

BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy ; 
Know that the Lord is God alone. 
He can create. He can destroy. 

His sovereign pow'r without our aid 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men ; 
And when like wand'ring sheep we stray'd. 
He brought us to the fold again. 

We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs. 
High as the heav'ns our voices raise ; 
And earth, with ker ten thousand tongues. 
Shall fill thy courts with songs of praise. 

Wide as the world is thy command ; 
Vast as eternity thy love ; 
Firm as a rock thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall ccmc to move. 
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IV. 8TAUQHT0N. CM. 1 Pctcl 1. 3 5. 

BLESS'D be the everlasting God, 

The Father of our Lord j 
Be his abounding mercy prais'd. 

His majesty ador'd. 

When from the dead he rais'd his Son, 

And call'd him to the sky. 
He gave our souls a lively hope 

That they should never die. 

To an inheritance divine 

He taught our hearts to rise ; 
Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd. 

Unfading in the skies. 

Saints by the pow*r of God are kept. 

Till the salvation come ; 
We walk by faith as strangers here ; 

But Christ shall call us home. 

V. DERBY. L. M. Psalm ciii. 

BLESS, O my soul, the living God, 
Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad ; 
Let all the pow'rs within me join. 
In work and worship so divine. 

Bless, O my soul, the God of grace ; 
His favours claim thy highest praise : 
Why should the wonders he hath wrought 
Be lost in silence, and forgot ? 

Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son 
To die for crimes which thou hast done : 
He owns the ransom, and forgives 
The hourly follies of our lives. 

Our youth decay'd, his pow'r repairs ; 
His mercy crowns our growing years : 
He satisfies our mouths with ^ood. 
And 611a our hopes with \iea\*iA'^ io^^. 
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VI. 8ILOAM. c. M. Psalm Ixxxix. 

BLEST are the souls that hear and know 

The gospeKs joyful sound ; 
Peace shall attend the paths they go. 

And light their steps surround. 

Their joy shall bear their spirits up. 
Through the Redeemer's name ; 

His righteousness exalts their hope. 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 

The Lord, our glory and defence. 

Strength and salvation gives ; 
Israel, thy King for ever reigns,- 

Thy God for ever lives. 

VII. ROCKINGHAM. L. M. Psalmxxxii. 

BLEST is the man, for ever blest. 
Whose guilt is pardon*d by his God ; 
Whose sins with sorrow are confessed. 
And cover'd with his Saviour's blood. 

Blest is the man, to whom the Lord 
Imputes not his iniquities ; 
He pleads no merit of reward. 
And not on works, but grace relies. 

From guile his heart and lips are free. 
His humble joy, his holy fear. 
With deep repentance well agree. 
And join to prove his faith sincere. 

How glorious is that righteousness 
That hides and cancels all his sins ! 
While a bright evidence of grace 
Through his whole life appears and shines. 
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VIII. UNIVERSITY. C. M. RcV. V. 1 1 13. 

COME, let us join our cheerful songs 

With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 

Their theme of praise is one. 

" Worthy the Lamb, that died/' they cry, 

"To be exalted thus:'* 
" Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 

" For he was slain for us." 

Jesus is worthy to receive 

All praise and power divine : — 

More honour far than we can give. 
Be, Lord, for ever thine. 

The whole creation join in one. 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne ; 

And to adore the Lamb. 

IX. KINGSTON, p. M. Numb. xxiii. 21 — 24. 

COME, let us stand as Balaam stood. 
And mark the people blest of God 

In Israel's tents below : 
How goodly is their dwelling place. 
How happy is the favor'd race 

Whom he vouchsafes to know. 

The sons of Israel stand alone ; 
Jehovah claims them for his own ; 

His cause and theirs the same : 
He sav'd them from the tyrant's hand ; 
And leads them to a pleasant land. 

And calls them by his name. 

His arm protects, his presence guides. 
His love for all their need provides ; 

With peace and hope they're blest : 
Preserv'd by their almighty frvetid. 
Till all their toils and trials end 

In everlasting rest. 
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X. ST. STBPHBNS. CM. Heb. xiii. 20, 21. 

FATHER of peace, and God of love. 

We own thy power to save. 
That power by which our Shepherd rose 

Victorious o'er the grave. 

Him from the dead thou brought'st again. 

When by his sacred blood. 
Confirmed and sealed foi evermore, 

Th' eternal cov'nant stood. 

O may thy Spirit seal our souls. 

And mould them to thy will ; 
That our weak hearts no mure may stray. 

But keep thy precepts still ; 

That to perfection's sacred height 

We nearer still may rise. 
And all we think, and all we do. 

Be pleasing in thine eyes. 

XI. MARTYRDOM, c. M. Hab. Hi. 17« 18. 

FIRM does my soul's foundation stand. 

Nor can its hopes remove ; 
Sustain'd by God's Almighty hand. 

And shelter'd by his love. 

Fig trees and olive plants may fail. 

And vines their fruit deny ; 
Famine through all the fields prevail. 

And flocks and herds may die : 

(xod is the portion of my soul, 

A source of endless joy ; 
Which no affliction can control. 

Nor death itself destroy. 

Lord, may I feel thy cheering beams. 

And taste thy saints' repose ; 
I will not mourn the perish'd streams. 

While such a fountain ftovs. 
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XII. MISSIONARY. 0. M. Psalm cxliv. 

FOR ever blessed be the Lord, 

My Savioar and my Shield : 
He sends his Spirit with his word. 

To arm me for the field. 

When sin and hell their force unite. 
He makes my soul his care, 
' Instructs me to the heav'nly fight. 
And guards me through the war. 

A friend and helper so divine 

Does my weak courage raise ; 
He makes the glorious victory mine. 

And his shall be the praise. 

XIII. PORTUGUESE. L. M. Psalm cxxxix. 

GIVE to our God immortal praise. 
Still mercy reigns in all his ways ; 
Wonders of grace to God belong ; 
Repeat his mercies in your song ! 

He fills the sun with morning light ; 
He bids the moon direct the night ; 
His mercies ever shall endure. 
When sun and moon shall shine no more. 

He sent his Christ with power to save 
From guilt, and darkness, and the grave : 
Wonders of grace to God belong ; 
Repeat his mercies in your song. 

Through this vain world he guides our feet. 

And leads us to his heav'nly seat : 

His mercies ever shall endure. 

When this vain world shall be no more. 
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XrV. BER-wiCK. L. M. "Pulm Ixiii. 

GREAT God, indalge my hamble claim, 
Thoa art my hope, my joy, my rest ; 
The glories that compose thy name 
Stand all engaged to make me blest. 

Thoa great and good, thou just and wise. 
Thou art my Father and my Grod ; 
And I am thine by sacred ties. 
Thy son, thy servant, bought with bIood« 

Amidst the wakeful hours of night 
When any cares afflict my head. 
One thought of Thee gives new delight 
And adds refreshment to my bed. 

My life itself without thy love 
No taste of pleasure could afford ; 
Twould but a tiresome burden prove 
If I were banish'd from the Lord. 

XV. WARBHAM. L. M. Heb. iv. 15 — 16. 

HE who for men their surety stood. 
And pour'd on earth his precious blood. 
Pursues in heav'n his work of grace 
To save and help our wretched race. 

Partaker of the human name. 
He knows the frailty of our frame ; 
And, though ascended far on high. 
Still bends on earth a brother's eye. 

Our Fellow- 8uff*rer yet retains 
A fellow feeling of our pains. 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries. 

We'll come with boldness to his throne. 
And there make all our sorrows known ; 
We'll ask the aid of his great pow'r. 
To help us in the evil hour. 
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XYI. FALCON BTRBBT. 8. M. Isoiah ▼. 

How beauteous are their feet 
Who stand on Zion's hill. 
Who bring salvation on their tongues. 
And words of peace reveal ! 

How happy are our ears 
That hear the joyful sound. 
Which kings and prophets waited for. 
And sought, but never found ! 

How blessed are our eyes. 
That see this heav'nly light I 
Prophets and kings desired it long. 
But died without the sight. 

O Lord, send forth thy truth. 
Make known thy name abroad ; 
Till all the nations shall behold 
Their Saviour and their God. 

XVII. OXFORD, c. M. Psalm xci. 

HOW blest the man, how safe from harm. 

Who to his Saviour flies ! 
And on his truth and mighty arm 

Alone for help relies ! 

His overspreading wings of love 

Shall sure protection yield ; 
While his eternal truth shall prove 

Thine adamantine shield. 

What tho' fierce plagues thro' horrid gloom. 

With wild destruction reign ? 
Though thousands round thee crowd the tomb. 

Ten thousands press the plain ? 

Thine eyes shall see his vengeful rod. 

And not one fear molest ; 
In the high friendship of thy God 

Suprejueiy safe and blest. 
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XYIII. NEW SABBATH. L. M. Psalm Ixxxiv. 

HOW pleasant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of Hosts thy dwellings are ! 
With long desire my spirit faints 
To meet the assemblies of thy saints. 

Bless'd are the souls that find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace ; 
There they behold thy gentle rays. 
And seek thy face, and learn thy praise. 

Bless'd are the men whose hearts are set 
To find the way to Sion's gate ; 
God is their strength ; and through the road 
They lean upon their helper, God. 

Cheerful they walk with growing strength. 
Till all shall meet in heav'n at length ; 
Till all before thy face appear. 
And join in nobler worship there. 

XIX. BBLLBFIBLD. C. M. Psalm CXix. 

HOW shall the young secure their hearts. 
And guard their lives from sin ? 

Thy word the choicest rules imparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 

When once it enters to the mind. 

It spreads such light abroad. 
The meanest souls instruction find. 

And raise their thoughts to God. 

'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light. 

That guides us all the day ; 
And, through the dangers of the night, 

A lamp to lead our way. 

Thy word is everlasting truth. 

How pure is every page ! 
That Holy Book shall guide our youths 

And well support our age. 
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XX. HORSLET. L. M. Job xix. 26 — 2/. 

I KNOW that my Redeemer lives ; 
He lives and on the earth shall stand ; 
And though to worms my flesh he gives. 
My dust lies numbered in his hand. 

In this reanimated clay 
I surely shall behold him near ; 
Shall see him at the latter day 
In all his majesty appear. 

I feel what then shall raise me up ; 
Th' eternal Spirit lives in me ; 
This is my confidence of hope. 
That God I face to face shall see. 

My own, and not another's eyes» 
The King shall in his beauty view : 
I shall from him receive the prize. 
The crown to his obedience due. 

XXI. LONDON NEW. CM. 2Tim. i. 12. 

I'M not asham'd to own my Lord, 

Or to defend his cause ; 
Maintain the honour of his word. 

The glory of his laws. 

Jesus, my Lord ! I love thy name. 

And on that name rely. 
Thou wilt not put my soul to shame. 

Nor leave my hope to die. 

I know that safe from harm remains 

Protected by thy power. 
What I've committed to thy trust. 

Till the decisive hour. 

Then wilt thou own thy servant's name. 

Before thy Father's face. 
And in the new Jerusalem 

Appoint my soul a place. 
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XXII. CHINA. L. M. Psalm Ixxii. 

JESUS shall reign where'er the san 
Doth his successive journeys run ; 
His power extend from shore to shore. 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

People and realms of ev'ry tongue 
To him shall raise the grateful song ; 
And Jews with Gentiles shall proclaim 
The glories of Immanuel's name. 

Blessings abound where'er he reigns ; 
The pris'ner leaps to lose his chains : 
The weary find eternal rest ; 
And all the sons of want are blest. 

Let ev*ry creature rise and bring 
The noblest honours to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again ; 
And heaven and earth repeat the strain. 

XXIII. BANGOR. L. M. Matt. ii. 

LO, in the east appears a star. 
In eastern skies unseen before ; 
And ancient sages from afar 
Hasten the myst'ry to explore. 

They came, they saw, and they ador'd ; 
'Each, costly treasure they unfold. 
And offer to their infant Lord 
Their myrrh, their fraukincense, and gold. 

That star to us its light imparts ; 
May we its guiding rays pursue. 
And with the homage of our hearts 
To Jesus come, and worship too. 

Light of the world, O Saviour, rise ; 
Nor cease to shed thy cheering ray. 
Till o'er all lands beneath the skies 
ny glory shines in perfect da>j . 



\ 



I 

I 



PARAPHRASES. 

XXIV. CHB8HUNT NEW. D. L. M. Psalm XXi 

LO ! Jesus rises from the dead. 
Our Lord victorious mounts on high ; 
The powers of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the sky. 
There his triumphal chariot waits. 
And angels chaunt the solemn lay ; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates. 
Ye everlasting doors give way. 

Loose all your bars of massy light. 
And wide unfold the glittering scene : 
He claims these mansions as his right ; 
Receive, the King of glory in. 
Who is the King of glory ? who? 
The Lord, who all his foes o'ercame^ 
The world, sin, death, and hell overthrew; 
And Jesus is the conqu'rpr's name. 

Lo, his triumphal chariot waits. 
And angels chaunt the solemn lay : 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates ! 
Ye everlasting doors give way ! 
Who is the King of glory ? who ? 
The Lord of glorious power possest. 
The King of saints and angels too, 
Grod over all, for ever blest. 

XXV. darwbll's. p. m. Psalm Ixxxr 

LORD of the worlds above. 

How pleasant and how fair 

The dwellings of thy love. 

Thy earthly temples are ! 
To thine abode my heart aspires. 
With* warm desires to see my God. 

O happy souls that pray 

Where God appoints to hear ! 

O happy men that pay 

Their constant service ther^ I 
Tbey praise thee stiW, at^dVa^YI ^^'i 
Hiat \o\^ the way to S\oxi**^\\\« 
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They go from strength to strength. 

Through this dark vale of tears ; 

Till each arrives at length. 

Till each in heaven appears : 
O glorious seat ! thou God our King 
Shall Uiither bring our willing feet. 

XXVI. DEVIZES, c. M. Psalm cxix. 

LORD, we have made thy word our choice. 

Our lasting heritage ; 
Well may it ev'ry heart rejoice. 

And ail our powers engage. 

We'll read the hist'ries of thy love. 

And keep thy laws in sight. 
While through thy promises we rove 

With ever fresh delight. 

'Tb a broad land of wealth unknown. 

Where springs of life arise ; 
Seeds of immortal bliss are sown. 

And hidden glory lies. 

The best relief that mourners have. 

It makes our sorrows blest ; 
And bids us look beyond the grave 

For an eternal rest. 

XXVII. WARWICK, c. M. Psalm cxxxix. 

LORD, when I count thy mercies o'er. 

They strike me with surprise ; 
Not all the sands that spread the shore 

To equal numbers rise. 

Myflesh with fear and wonder stands. 

The product of thy skill ; 
And hourly blessings from thy hands 

Thy thoughts of love reveaL 

These on my heart by night I keep ; 

How kind, how dear to me ! 
O may the hour that ends m^ «Veei^ 
Still jSnd my thoughts wi\3[i thee\ 
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XXYIII. WARRINGTON. L. M. PsallB CXix. 

MY heart's best portion. Lord, art thou ; 
To thee my thoughts obedience vow ; 
Thy faithful hand each woe I feel 
Inflicts, — and wounds me but to heal. 

Low in the dust my soul is laid, 
O reach me. Lord, thy promised aid ; 
Let thy good Spirit to my heart 
His life-sustaining pow'r impart. 

Behold me, absent from my home. 
Through life's wild maze a pilgrim roam ; 
Friend of the helpless ! near me stand. 
And save me from th' oppressor*s hand. 

Thy counsels on my thought imprest. 
Shall sooth to peace my troubled breast ; 
These, Lord, Til keep, and fix'd, decree 
To shun each path that leads from thee. 

XXIX. MARTTRi>0M. c. M. 2 Tim. iv. 6 — 8. 

MY race is run, my warfare's o'er. 

The solemn hour is nigh. 
When offer'd up to God, my soul 

Shall wing its flight on high. 

With heavenly weapons I have fought 

The battles of the Lord ; 
Flnish'd my course, and kept the faith« 

Depending on his word. 

Henceforth there is laid up for me 

A crown which cannot fade ; 
The righteous Judge at that great day 

Shall place it on my head. 

Nor hath the Sovereign Lord decreed 

This prize for me alone ; 
But for all such as love like me 

Tb' appearance of lua ^ou. 
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XXX. FORDHAM. c. M. Psalm Ixxi. 

MY Saviour, my almighty Friend, 

When I begin thy praise. 
Where will the growing numbers end. 

The numbers of thy grace ? 

Thou art my everlasting trust ; 

Thy goodness I adore ; 
And since I knew thy graces first, 

I speak thy glories more. 

My feet shall travel all the length 

Of the celestial road. 
And march with courage in thy strength. 

To see my father Grod. 

Awake, awake, my tuneful pow'rs ! 

With this delightful song 
I'll entertain the darkest hours. 

Nor think the season long. 

XXXI. OXFORD, c. M. Psalm Ixxxiv. 

MY soul, how lovely is the place 

To which thy God resorts ! 
'TIS heav'n to see his smiling face. 

Though in his earthly courts. 

There, the great Monarch of the skies 

His saving pow'r displays. 
And light breaks in upon our eyes 

With kind and quick'ning rays. 

With his rich gifts the heav'nly Dove 

Descends and fills the place ; 
While Christ reveals his wondrous love. 

And sheds abroad his grace. 

Here, mighty Grod, thy words declare 

The secrets of thy will ; 
And still we'll seek thy mercy here. 

And sing thy praises still. 

\ 
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XXXII. ST. Mary's, c. m. Psalm czix. 

MY soul lies cleaving to the dust^ 

Lord, give me life divine : 
From vain desires and ev'ry lust 

Turn off these eyes of mine. 

I need the influence of thy grace. 

To speed me in the way ; 
Lest I should loiter in the race. 

Or turn my feet astray. 

Are not thy mercies sovereign still ? 

And thou a faithful God ? 
Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal. 

To run the heavenly road i 

Then I shall love thy gospel more. 

And ne'er forget thy word. 
When I have felt its quick'ning pow'r 

To draw me near the Lord. 

XXXIII. ISLINGTON. L. M. Phil. iii. 7 — 9* 

NO more, my God, I boast no more 
Of all the duties I have done ; 
I quit the hopes I held before. 
To trust the merits of thy Son. 

Now, for the love I bear his name. 
What was my gain I count my loss ; 
My former pride I call my shame ; 
And nail my glory to the cross. 

Yes, and till death I will esteem 
All things but loss for Jesus' sake, 
O may my soul be found in him. 
And of his righteousness partake ! 

The best obedience of my hands. 
Dares not appear before thy throne ; 
But faith can answer thy dem8Lii^<&» 
By pleading what my LoTd\ia& doxie. 
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XXXIV. 8HIRLAND. 8. M. Hcb. ix. 13, 14. 

NOT all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain. 
Could give the guilty conscience peace. 
Or wash away the stain. 

But Christ, the heav*nly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away ; 
A sacrifice of nobler name. 
And richer blood than they. 

My faith would lay its hand. 
On that dear head of thine. 
While like a penitent I stand. 
And there confess my sin. 

My soul looks back to see 
The burdens thou didst bear. 
When hanging on th* accursed tree. 
And hopes her guilt was there. 

Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove ; 
We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice. 
And sing his bleeding love. 

XXXV. ST. Matthew's. D. CM. Heb. xii. 18-25. 

NOT to the terrors of the Lord, 

The tempest, fire, and smoke ; 
Not to the thunders of that word 

Which God on Sinai spoke ; — 
But we are come to Zion's hill. 

The city of our God, 
Where milder words declare his will. 

And speak his love abroad. 

There, glorious with the angel host, 

A bright and countless band. 
The happy spirits of the just 

Around their Saviour stand. 
With power from Sinai's flame 
The awful words of dealYv -ww^ ^v^«^\ 
But hri ffhfer truths in C\\T\^t ptwWxTcv 
i*o/givpness, life, and \\eaL\ot\. 
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XXXVI. MARTYRDOM, c. M. Gen. xxxi. 13. 

O GOD of Jacobs by whose hand 

Thy people still are fed ; 
Who, through this weary pilgrimage 

Hast all our father's led ; 

Our vows, our prayers, we now present 

Before thy sacred throne : 
God of our fathers, be our God, 

And all our children own. 

Through each perplexing path of life. 

Be thou our constant guide ; 
Give us each day our daily bread. 

And all we need provide. 

Protect us with thy constant care. 

Till all our wand'rings cease ; 
And at our Father's blest abode 

Our souls arrive in peace. 

XXXVII. WINDSOR CHAPEL. CM. Psalm xix. 

O HAPPY they who know the Lord, 
With whom he deigns to dwell ; 

He feeds and cheers them by his word. 
His arm supports them well. 

To them in each distressing hour 

His throne of grace is near ; 
And when they plead his love and pow'r. 

He lends a listening ear. 

His presence sweetens all their cares 
- And makes their burdens light : 
A word from him dispels their fears. 
And gilds the gloom of night. 

Oft in his house his glory shines 

Before their wond'ring eyes ; 
They wish not then for golden mines. 

Or aught beneath the skies. 

May we, O Lord, enjoy and prize 

lliese tokens of thy love. 
Till thou shalt bid our &piT\t& t\&« 
To HTorship thee above. 



\ 



PARAPHRASES. 

XXXYIII. WARRINGTON. L. M . Psalm xxxiv. 

O LORD, my life, my end, my way ! 
Thee will I praise from day to day ; 
From morn to eve the song extend ; 
And boast of thee, my only friend. 

Come, then, your voice triumphant raise. 
And sing with me your Maker's praise. 
The Lord is good : — O taste and prove 
The blessings of his boundless love. 

Hail, Saviour of the human race ! 
Hail, fountain of eternal grace ! 
Thrice happy, who on thee recline. 
Nor own, nor ask a help but thine. 

'TIS thine our souls from woes to free ; 
Nor shall revolving ages see 
The man whose hope on thee is laid. 
Neglected mourn thine absent aid. 

XXXIX. ST. mart's, c. m. Psalm cxxx. 

OUT of the deeps, O Lord, we call. 

While guilty fears oppress : 
Do thou with ear attentive weigh 

The voice of our distress. 

If thou, with unrelenting wrath, 

A strict account demand, 
O who, of all the sons of men. 

Before that wrath shall stand ? 

But, Lord, 'tis thine to spare and save. 

With mercy souls to win ; 
Mercy, that binds the grateful heart. 

And makes it fear to sin. 

We trust in thee : in thee, O Lord, 

Is full redemption found ; 
Thy mercy pardons every sin. 

And cioses every wound. 
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That mercy. Lord, to us extend : 

For we at mercy's gate. 
Taught by thy word, — thy word is truth — 

For thy salvation wait. 

Mercy, good Lord, mercy we ask ; 

lliis is the total sum : 
For mercy. Lord, is all our suit ; 

O, let thy mercy come. 

XL. yiBNNA. p. M. Psalm cxlviii. 

PRAISE the Lord, ye heavens adore him ; 

Praise him, angels in the height ; 
Sun and moon, rejoice before him. 

Praise him, all ye stars and light. 
Praise the Lord, for he hath spoken. 

Worlds his mighty voice obey'd ; 
Laws that never shall be broken. 

For their guidance he has made. 

Praise the Lord, for he is glorious ; 

Never shall his promise fail ; 
God hath made his saints victorious. 

Sin and death shall not prevail. 
Praise the Grod of our salvation ; 

Hosts on high his power proclaim ; 
Heaven, and earth, and all creation. 

Laud and magnify his name. 

XLI. WARMINSTER. L. M. Psalm IxXXV. 

SALVATION is for ever nigh 
The souls that fear and trust the Lord ; 
And grace, descending from on high. 
Fresh hopes of glory shall afford. 

Mercy and truth on earth are met. 

Since Christ the I^ord came down from heav'n ; 

By his obedience so complete. 

Justice is pleas'd, and peace is giv'n. 

Now truth and honour sh&lii bXkaxtA, 

Religion dwell on earth again \ 
And besLv'nly influence bleaa t\x^ ^o\wx^» 4 

/n our Redeemer's gentle revgu, } 
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His righteousness is gone before. 

To give us free access to God : 

Our wand'ring feet shall stray no more ; 

But mark his steps, and keep the road. 

XLII. GRACE TRIUMPHANT. C. M. Psalm XCVi. 

SING to the Lord, ye distant lands. 

Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue : 
His new-disco ver'd love demands 

A new and nobler song. 

Tell all the globe Messiah reigns, 

God's own Almighty Son ; 
His pow'r the sinking world sustains. 

And grace surrounds his throne. 

He comes ! He comes ! mankind to bless, 

A present God reveal'd ; 
To rule the earth with righteousness. 

The sword of truth to wield. 

But when his word shall wake the dead. 

And bid the world draw near. 
How will the guilty nations dread 

To see their Judge appear ! 

XLIII. BELLEFIELD. C. M. Deut. XXXiv. 

SWEET was the journey to the sky 

The holy prophet trod ; 
" Climb on the mount," said God, " and die ;" 

The prophet ciimb'd, and died. 

Softly his fainting head he lay 

Upon his Maker's breast ; 
His Maker sooth'd his soul away. 

And laid his flesh to lest. 

In Grod's own arms he left the breath 

That God*s own Spirit gave ; 
His was the noblest road to death. 

And his the sweetest grave. 
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XLIV. JERSEY. P. M. Is. liii. 4— 7. 

SURELY, Christ thy griefs hath borne. 
Weeping soul no longer mourn ; 
View him bleeding on the tree. 
Pouring out his life for thee ; 
There thy every sin he bore. 
Weeping soul lament no more. 

All thy crimes on him were laid. 
See upon his blameless head 
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours. 
Due to my offence and yours : 
Wounded in our stead he is, 
Bruis'd for our iniquities. 

Weary sinner keep thine eyes 

On th' atoning sacrifice ; 

There th* incarnate Deity, 

Numbered with transgressors see ; 

There his Father*s absence mourns, 

Nail'd and bruis'd, and crown'd with thorns. 

Cast thy guilty soul on him. 
Find him mighty to redeem : 
At his feet thy burden lay. 
Look thy doubts and cares away ; 
Now by faith the Son embrace. 
Plead his promise, trust his grace. 

Lord, thy arm must be reveal'd. 
Ere I can by faith be heal'd ! 
Since I scarce can look to thee. 
Cast a gracious eye on me ; 
At thy feet myself I lay. 
Shine, O shine, my fears away. 
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XLV. BATH CM. 1 Thess. iv. 14 — 18. 

TAKE comfort. Christians, when your friends 

In Jesus fall asleep ; 
Their better being never ends ; 

Why then dejected, weep ? 

Why inconsolable, as those 

To whom no hope is given ? 
Death is the messenger of peace. 

And calls the soul to heaven. 

As Jesus died, and rose again 

Victorious from the dead. 
So his disciples rise, and reign 

With their triumphant Head. 

The saiots of God, from death set free. 
With joy shall mount on hign ; 

The heav'nly host with praises loud 
Shall meet them in the sky. 

XL VI. PORTUGAL. L. M. Rom. ill. 20 — 25. 

THE law commands, and makes us know 
What duties to our God we owe ; 
But 'tis the gospel must reveal 
Where lies our strength to do his will. 

The law discovers guilt and sin. 

And shews how vile our hearts have been ; 

Only the gospel can express 

Forgiving love and cleansing grace. 

What curses doth the law denounce 
Against the man that fails but once ! 
But in the gospel Christ appears 
Pard'ning the guilt of numVous years. 

My soul, no more attempt to draw 
Thy life and comfort from the law ; 
Fly to the hope the gospel gives ; 
The msLU that trusts the promise, lives. 
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XL VII. 8T. Matthew's, d. c. m. Psalm xviii. 

THE Lord descended from above. 
And bow'd the heavens most high ; 

And underneath his feet he cast 
The darkness of the sky : 

On cherubs and on cherubims 

Full royally he rode. 
And on the wings of mighty winds 

Came flying all abroad. 

XLVIII. suRRBT. p. M. Psalm xxiii* 

THE Lord my pasture shall prepare. 
And feed me with a shepherd's care : 
His presence shall my wants supply^ 
And guard me with a watchful eye : 
My noon-day walks he shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads. 
My weary, wand'ring steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread. 

With gloomy horrors overspread. 

My stedfast heart shall fear no iU, 

For Thou, O Lord ! art with not still ; 

Thy rod and staff shall give me aid» 

And guide me through the dreadftil shade. 

XLIX. CREATION. D. L. M. . Ptalm xU. 

THE spacious firmament on high 
With all the blue ethereal tky. 
And spangled heav'ns, a shlnm^ lT«>.m^> 
Their great original proc\a\Qi ; 
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Th' unwearied sun, from day to dsy. 
Does his Creator's pow'r display. 
And publishes in ev*ry land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the ev'ning shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale. 
And nightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth ; 
Whilst all the stars that round her bum. 
And all the planets in their turn. 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What, though in solemn silence all 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ; 
What, though nor real voice nor sound : 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 
In reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice ; 
For ever singing as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divine." 

L. GABRIEL NEW. c. M. 1 Thes. iv. l6 — 18. 

THE time draws nigh, when from the clouds 
Christ shall with shouts descend. 

And the last trumpet's awful voice 
The heavens and earth shall rend. 

Then they who live shall changed be. 
And they who sleep shall wake ; 

The graves shall yield their ancient charge. 
And earth's foundation shake. 

Together to their Father's house 

With joyful hearts they go ; 
And dwell for ever with the Lord, 

Beyond the reach of woe. 

A few short years of evil past. 
We reach the happy shore. 
Where death-divided friends at last 
Shall meet to part no more. 
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LI. BRADiNG. L. M. Heb. iv. 9* 

THINE earthly sabbaths. Lord, we love. 
But there's a nobler rest above; 
To that our longing souls aspire 
With eager hope and fond desire. 

For there we shall for ever be 
From sin, and pain, and sorrow free ; 
No sighs shall mingle with the songs 
There utter'd by immortal tongues. 

No rude alarms of raging foes. 
No ccu'es to break the long repose. 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun. 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 

Thine earthly sabaths. Lord, we love. 
But there's a nobler rest above. 
To that our longing souls aspire. 
With eager hope and fond desire. 

LII. TIVERTON, c. M. Psalm cxviii. 

THIS is the dav the Lord hath made. 

He calls the hours his own ; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad. 

And praise surround the throne. 

To-day he rose, and left the dead. 

And Satan's empire fell ; 
To-day the saints his triumph spread. 

And all his wonders tell. 

Blest be the Lord, who comes to men 

With messages of grace : 
Who comes in God his Father's name. 

To save our sinful race. 

Hosannah in the highest strains 

The church on earth can raise ! 
The highest heav'ns, in which he rei^ci« 

SfaaiJ give him nobler prai^. 
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LIII. BTON. L. M. 2 Chron. vi. 21. 

THIS stone to thee in faith we lay ; 
To thee this temple. Lord, we build ; 
Thy power and goodness here display. 
And be it with thy presence fill'd! 

Here, when thy people seek thy face. 
And dying sinners pray to live. 
Hear diou in heaven, thy dwelling place ; 
And when thou hearest. Lord, forgive ! 

Here, when thy messengers proclaim 
The blessed gospel of thy Son, 
Still, by the power of his great name, 
fie mighty signs and wonders done. 

Thy glory never hence depart ; 
Yet choose not. Lord, this house alone ; 
Thy kingdom come to ev'ry heart ; 
In ev'ry bosom fix thy throne ! 

LIV. BBUN8WICK. L. M. Hcb. iv. 15 — 16. 

THOUGH now ascended up on high, 
Christ bends on earth a brother's eye. 
Pursues in heav'n his mighty plan. 
The Saviour, and the friend, of man. 

Our fellow suflTrer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, his agonies, and cries. 

In every pang that rends the heart. 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He sympathizes with our grief. 
And to the sufTrer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne 
Let us make all our sorrows known. 
And ask the aids of heavenly power 
To help us in the evil hour. 
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LV. BBCHBSTBR. 4. 7'8. PseIiD XCU. 

THOU, that sitt'st enthron'd above ! 
Thou in whom we live and move ! 
Thoa that art Most Great, Most High, 
Lord from all eternity ! 

O ! how good, how excellent, 
Tis when tongue and heart content. 
Grateful hearts and joyful tongues. 
Hymning thee in tuneful songs. 

When the morning gilds the skies. 
When the stars of ev'ning rise. 
We thy praises will record. 
Sovereign Ruler ! Mighty Lord ! 

Sov'reign Ruler ! Mighty Lord ! 
We thy praises will record ; 
Giver of these blessings ! we 
Pour the grateful song to thee. 

LVI. CRANBROOK. 8. M. Psalm cxvii. 

THY name. Almighty Lord, 
Shall sound through distant lands : 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy word. 
Thy truth for ever stands. 

Far be thine honour spread. 
And long thy praise endure. 
Till morning light and evening shade 
Shall be exchanged no more. 
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LVII. MOUNT CALVARY. C. M. John XIX. 30. 

TIS finish'd — 'twas Christ's latest voice ; 

These sacred accents o'er. 
He bow'd his head, gave up the ghost. 

And suffer'd pain no more. 

Tis finish'd — ^the Messiah dies 

For sins, but not his own ; 
The great redemption is complete. 

And Satan's power o'erthrown. 

Tis finish*d — all his groans are past. 

His blood, his pain, and toils. 
Have fully vanquished our foes. 

And crown'd him with their spoils. 

Tis finish'd — legal worship ends. 

And gospel ages run ; 
All old things now are past away. 

And a new world begun. 

LVIII. MANSFIELD. 8. M. Jude, 24, 25. 

TO God, the only wise. 
Our Saviour, and our King, 
Let all the saints below the skies 
Their humble praises bring. 

'TIS his almighty love, 
'Tis his protecting care. 
That brings us blessings from above. 
That saves from ev'ry snare. 

He doth our souls defend. 
And chase our fears away ; 
He will confirm us to the end. 
And own us at his day. 

Then all the ransom'd race. 
Assembled round the throne. 
Shall bless the guidance of his grace. 
And make his wonders kuo^n. 
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LIX. MANCHESTER, c, M. Isaiah ix« 

TO hail thy rise, thou better Sun ! 

The gathering nations come. 
Joyous, as when the reapers bear 

The harvest-treasures home. 

To us a Child of Hope is born. 

To us a Son is giv'n ; 
Him shall the tribes of earth obey. 

Him, all the hosts of heav'a. 

His name shall be the Prince of Peace, 

For evermore ador'd ; 
The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 

The great and mighty Lord. 

His power increasing still shall spread. 

His reign no end shall know ; 
Justice shall guard his throne above. 

And peace abound below. 

LX. BISHOPTHORPB. C. M. Ps. IxiiL 

TWAS in the watches of the night 

I thought upon thy pow'r : 
I kept thy faithfulness in sight 

Amidst the darkest hour. 

My flesh lay resting on my bed. 
My soul arose on high ; 
My God, my life, my hope," I said. 
Bring thy salvation nigh.'* 

My spirit labours up thine hill. 

And climbs the heav'nly road ; 
But thy right hand upholds me still. 

While I pursue my God. 

Thy mercy stretches o'er my head 

The shadow of thy wings ; 
My heart rejoices in thine aid. 

My tongue awakes and sing^. 
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LXI. WARMIN8TBR. L. M. Psalm cxxi. 

UP to the hills I lifl: mine eyes, 
Th' eternal hills beyond the skies ; 
Thence all its help my soul derives ; 
There my Almighty Refuge lives. 

He lives, the everlasting Lord, 
That built the sky, the ocean pour'd ; 
The heavens, with all their host, he plann'd ; 
And earth still shews her Maker's hand. 

He guides our feet, he guards our way ; 
His morning smile cheers all the day ; 
He spreads the evening veil, and keeps 
The silent hours, while Israel sleeps. 

Israel, a name divinely blest. 
May rise secure, securely rest : — 
Thy guardian's ever watchful eyes 
Admit no slumber, nor surprise. 

LXII. 8T. Paul's r cm. Rom. iii. 19 — 22. 

VAIN are the hopes the sons of men 
On their own works have built ; 

Their hearts by nature all unclean. 
And all their actions guilt. 

Let Jew and Gentile stop their mouths. 

Without a murmuring word. 
And the whole race of Adam stand 

Guilty before the Lord. 

In vain we ask God's righteous law 

To justify us now ; 
Since to convince and to condemn 

Is all the law can do. 

Jesus, how glorious is thy grace I 

When in thy name we trust. 
Our faith receives a righteousness 

That makes the sinner just. 



PARAPHRASES. 

LXIII. BODDINGTON. L. M. PsallU Cxix. 

WE all, O Lord, have gone astray* 
And erred from the heavenly way ; 
The wilds of sin our feet have trod. 
Far from the paths of thee, our God. 

Thine eyes in each a sheep bdbold. 
Whose feet have wander'd from the fold ; 
That guiltless* helpless, strives in vain 
To find its safe retreat again ; — 

Hear us, ^€at Sheplierd of the sheep ! 
Our wand*ring8 heal, our footsteps keep ; 
We seek thy sheltering fold again ; 
And shall we seek thee. Lord* in vain ? 

Teach us to know and love thy way ; 
And grant, to life's remotest day* 
By thine unerring guidance led. 
Our willing feet thy paths may tread. 



LXIV. BATH ABBBY. P. M.<8-7'8.) RtViVil. 13-17- 

WHAT are these in bright array ? 
This innumerable throng. 
Round the altar ^ight and day 
Hymning one triumphant song : 
" Worthy is the Lamb once slain* 
•' Blessing, honour, glory, power, 
*' Wisdom, riches to obtain, 
" New dominion every hour." 

These through fiery trials trod. 
These from great bSHcHou came ; 
Now before the throne of God,. 
Seal'd with his almi^ty name* 
Clad in raiment pure aad whiter 
Victor palms in every hand. 
Through their dear Redeemer's mig^t« 
More than conquerors t][iey bIbxA. 



PARAPHRASES. 

Hanger, thirst, disease unknown. 
On immortal fruits they feed ; 
Them, the Lamb amidst the throne. 
Shall to living fountains lead ; 
Joy and gladness banish sighs. 
Pet feet love dispels all fears. 
And for ever from their eyes 
God shall wipe away the tears. 

LXV. NBW SABBATH. L. M. Matt. XViii. 20. 

WHEN two or three with sweet accord. 
Obedient to their sov'reign Lord, 
Meet to recount his acts of grace. 
And offer solemn pray'r and praise ; 

*' There," says the Saviour, " will I be, 

*' Amid this little company ; 

'* To them unveil my smiling face, 

*' And shed my glories round the place." 

We meet at thy command, dear Lord, 
Relying on thy faithful word ; 
Now send thy Spirit from above. 
Now fill our hearts with heav'nly love. 

LXVI. HARLABM. L. M. Lukc XV. 10. 

WHO can describe the joys that rise 
Through all the courts of paradise. 
To see a prodigal return. 
To see an heir of glory born } 

With joy the Father doth approve 
The fruit of his eternal love ; 
The Son with joy looks down, and see» 
The purchase of his agonies. 

The Spirit takes delight to view 
The holy soul he form'd anew ; 
And saints and angels join to sing 
The growing empire of their King. 



PARAPHRASES. 

LXVII. WINCHESTER. L. M. Rom. Yiii. 33« 

WHO shall the Lord's elect condemn ? * 

'Tis God that justifies their souls ; 
And mercy, like a mighty stream, 
0*er all their sins divinely rolls. 

He lives, he lives, and sits above. 
For ever interceding there : 
Who shall divide us from his love ? 
Or what should tempt us to despair i 

Faith hath an overcoming power. 
It triumphs in the dying hour; 
Christ is our life, our joy, our hope. 
Nor can we sink with such a prop. 

Not all that men on earth can do. 

Nor powers on high, nor powers below. 

Shall cause his mercy to remove. 

Nor wean our hearts from Christ, our love. 

LXVIII. PORTUGAL. L. M. Matt. U. t. 

YE worlds of light, that roll so near 
The Saviour*s shining throne of bliss^ 
O tell how mean your beams appear. 
How faint and few, compared with His. 

His beams divine, spread wide abroad, 
Mark out the Christian's troubled way; 
Still, as he goes, he finds the road 
Enlightened with a constant day. 

Thus, when the Eastern sages bring 
Their royal gifts, the star appears. 
Directs them to their new-bom King, 
And guides their steps, and calms their fean. 

Lord, speed us to our resting-place. 
From darkness as from sorrow far. 
To where, in boundless realms oC«^«jc2^ 
Shines ever bright the Morumi^ ^\ax. 

l2 



HYMNS. 



I • 8T. AUSTIN. P. M. (6-7'8.) 

ABBA, Father, while we sing. 
Hear the thankful praise we bring ; 
Taught to cast our cares on thee. 
Daily mercies. Lord, we see : 
Yet enrich us with thy grace ; 
Give us with thy Sons a place. 

By the Holy Spirit led ; 

Nourish'd with celestial bread ; 

Strengthened through their mortal strife ; 

Kept to everlasting life ; 

Peace and hope to them are giv'n ; 

Time and glory ; earth and heav'n. 

"What though trials wait us here ; 
Christ endur*d what we must bear ; 
If his grace our strength sustain. 
Welcome sorrow, shame, and pain ; 
Peace shall flow from ev'ry loss ^ 
Endlesa glory from the ctom. 



HYMNS. 



3. IAI8H. 



Ca n* 



AGAIN our earthly cares we leave. 

And to thy courts repair ; 
Again with joyful feet we come. 

To meet oar Saviour here. 

Great Shepherd of thy people, hear ! 

Thy presence now display ; 
We kneel within the house of pray'r, 

O ! give us hearts to pray. 

The clouds which veil thee from our sight. 

In pity. Lord, remove ; 
Dispose our minds to hear aright 

The message of thy love. 

Help us, with holy fear and joy. 

To kneel before thy face ; 
And make us, creatures of thy power. 

The children of thy grace. ' 



3. JOB. 

AGAIN our weekly labours end. 
And we the Sabbath call attend ; 
Let us improve the sacred rest. 
And bless the day which God hath blest. 

This day let prayers and praises rise 
To God a grateful sacrifice ! 
Thy peace, O Lord, on us bestow ! 
Which none but they who feel it know ! 

That peace of God within the breast 
Is the rich foretaste of a rest. 
Which for the church of God remains ; 
A rest from sin, and guilt, and pains. 

In holy duties let this day. 
Heaven's type and emblem, pass away : 
And may we thus each Sabbath spend. 
In hope of that which aihaW ^ot eiudL. 



x^ M. 



HYMNS. 

4. 8ABBATH. P. M. (4-10'8.) 

AGAIN returns the day of holy rest. 
Which, when he made the world, Jehovah blest ; 
When, like his own, he bade our labours cease^ 
And all be piety, and all be peace. 

Let V.8 devote this consecrated day. 
To learn his will, and all we learn obey ; 
In pure religion's hallow'd duties share. 
And bend in penitence, and join in prayer. 

So shall the God of mercy pleas'd receive 
The noblest tribute man has power to give : 
So shall he hear, while fervently we raise 
Our choral haf mony in hymns of praise. 

Father of heaven ! in whom our hopes confide. 
Whose power defends us, and whose precepts guide ; 
In life our Guardian, and in death our Friend, 
Glory supreme be thine, till time shall end. 

•5. WINDSOR. c. M. 

ALAS, and did my Saviour bleed ? 

And did my Sovereign die ? 
Would he devote that sacred head 

For such a worm as I ? 

Well might the sun in darkness hide. 

And shut his glories in. 
When God, the mighty Maker, died. 

For man, the creature's sin. 

Thus might I hide my downcast face 

While his dread cross appears. 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness. 

And melt my eyes to tesu-s. 

But drops of grief can ne'er repay 

The debt of love I owe : 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 

'TYsaii thatlcando. 



6. 



HYMNS. 



HARBOROUOH. C. M. 

ALL hail the power of Jesu's name I 

Ye angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring forth the royal diadem. 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Ye highest seraphs strike the lyre. 

And low in homage fall 
Before his face, who rules your quire. 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, 

Who from his altar call : 
Extol the stem of Jesse's rod. 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Ye saints redeemed of Adam's race. 

From sin and Satan's thrall. 
Hail him who saves you by his grace^ 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Let ev'ry kindred, er'ry tribe. 

Around this earthly ball. 
To him all majesty ascribe. 

And crown him Lord of all. 

Oh, that with yonder sacred throngs 

We at his feet may fall. 
There join the everlasting song. 

And crown him Lord of alL 



8. 



HYMNS. 

iLSHLEaa C* bL» 

ALMIGHTY Lord, with joy to thee 

Our infant voices rise ; 
Accept, O God, our feeble praise. 

And humble sacrifice. 

Chorus : — Glory, honour, praise and power. 
Be unto the Lamb for ever : 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer ; 
Hallelujah ! praise ye the Lord. 

We glorify, we bless thy name. 

For all thy mercies given ; 
But most for Jesus Christ, who died. 

To raise our souls to heaven. 

Glory, honour, ficc* 

O bless the Lord, our gracious God, 

Whose mercies thus we prove ; 
Who bids the infant tongue proclaim 

The wonders of his love. 

Glory, honour, &c. 

WIMBORNE. L. M. 

ANOTHER day has pass'd along. 
And we are nearer to the tomb; 
Nearer to join the heavenly song. 
Or hear our everlasting doom. 

These moments of departing day. 
When thought is calm, and labours cease. 
Are surely solemn times to pray. 
To ask for pardon and for peace. 

Thou God of mercy, swift to hear. 
More swift than man to tell his need. 
Be thou to us this evening near. 
And to thy throne our spirits lead. 

Teach us to pray — and having taught. 
Grant us the blessings that we crave ; 
Without thy teaching, prayer is nou^t. 
But with it, powerful to Ea\e, 



HYMNS. 



9. 



EPHBSU8. L. M. 

ANOTHER week its course has run. 
Another sabbath is begun : 
Return, ray soul ! enjoy the rest. 
Improve the day that God has blest. 

O may our thoughts and thanks arise. 
As grateful incense to the skies. 
And draw from heaven that sweet repose 
Which none but he who feels it, knows. 

This holy calm within the breast 
Is the dear pledge of glorious rest. 
Which for the sons of God remains. 
The end of cares, the end of pains. 

In holy duties let the day. 
In holy pleasures pass away ; 
How sweet, a sabbath thus to spend. 
In hope of that which ne'er shall end. 

10. ST. bene't. p. m. (6-8'».) 

AS every day, thy mercy spares. 
Will bring its trials or its cares, 
O Saviour, till my life shall end. 
Be thou my counsellor and friend ; 
Teach me thy precepts all divine. 
And be thy great example mine. 

When each day's scenes and labours close. 
And wearied nature seeks repose. 
With pardoning mercy, richly blest. 
Guard rae, my Saviour, while I rest : 
And as each morning sun shall rise, 
O lead roe onward to the skies ! 

And at my life's last setting sun. 
My conflicts o'er, my labours done, 
Jesus, thine heavenly radiance shed. 
To cheer and bless my dying bed — 
And from death's gloom my &p\r\t i«ja«» 
To 8€e thy face, and sing t\iy ptaV^e. 



HYMNS. 

» *• GERMAN HYMN. P. M. (4-7*8.) 

AS the sun's enlivening eye 
Shines on every place the same. 
Thou, O Lord, art ever nigh 
To the souls that love thy name. 

When we move at duty's cali. 
Thou art with us by the way. 
Thou art ever with us all. 
Those who go, and those who stay. 

From his holy mercy seat 
Nothing can our souls confine ; 
Still in spirit we may meet. 
Still in sweet communion join. 

For a season call'd to part. 
Let us then ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart. 
Of our ever present friend. 

Jesus, hear our humble prayer. 
Tender shepherd of the sheep. 
Let thy mercy and thy care. 
All our souls in safety keep. 

In thy strength may we be strong. 
Sweeten every cross and pain. 
Till we see thy face ere long. 
Never more to part again. 



HYMNS. 

13. ANTIQUA. L. M. 

AS througli this vale of tears I stray. 
Be thou my light, be thou my way ; 
No foes, no evil need I fear. 
If thou, my Lord, my God, art near. 

When rising floods my soul o'erflow. 
When sinks my strength in waves of woe. 
Saviour ! thy timely aid impart. 
And raise my head, and cheer my heart. 

Teach me, where'er thy steps I see. 
Dauntless, untir'd, to follow thee ; 
If rough and thorny be the way. 
My strength proportion to my day. 

Uphold and guide me by thy hand. 
To heavenly Canaan's happy land. 
The land where sin and death shaJl cease. 
The land of rest, and joy, and peace. 

13. CAMBER WELL. L. If. 

AWAKE, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
Shake off dull sloth, and early rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

Redeem thy mispent moments past. 
And live this day as if thy last ; 
Thy talents to improve take care ; 
For the great day thyself prepare. 

Glory to God, who safe has kept. 
And has refresh'd me while I slept ; 
Grant, Lord, that when from death I wake, 
I may of endless life partake. 

Direct, controul, suggest this day. 
All I design, or do, or say ; 
That all my powers, with all their might. 
In thy sole glory may unite. 



14. 



HYMNS. 



LUTRER. L. If. 



AWAY, thou dying saint, away ! 
Fly to the mansions of the blest ; 
Thy God no more requires thy stay. 
He calls thee to eternal rest. 

Thy toils at length have reach'd their close. 
No more remains for thee to do ; 
Away, away, to thy repose. 
Beyond the reach of sin and woe. 

Away to yonder realms of light, 
"Where multitudes, redeemed with blood, 
£njoy the beatific sight. 
And dwell for ever with their Grod. 

And may our happy portion be. 
To join thee in the realms above. 
The glory of our Lord to see. 
And sing his everlasting love. 

15. BRUNSWICK. L. If. 

BESET vnth snares on ev'ry hand. 
In life's uncertain path we stand ; 
Saviour divine ! diflFuse thy light 
To guide our doubtful footsteps right. 

O make our roving treacherous heart. 
Like Mary, choose the better part ; 
Scorning the trifles of a day 
For joys that none can take away. 

Then let the wildest storms arise. 
Let tempests mingle earth and skies. 
No fatal shipwreck shall we fear. 
But all our treasure with us bear. 

If thou, bless'd Saviour, still art nigh. 
Cheerful we live, and cheerful die ; 
Secure, when mortal comforts flee. 
To £Dd eternal joys in Thee. 



16. 



HYMNS. 



ACTON. L. 



BE still, my heart ; these anxious cares 
To thee are burdens, thorns and snares ; 
They cast dishonour on my Lord, 
And contradict his sacred word. 

Brought safely by his hand thus far. 
Why should I now give place to care ? 
How can I want, if He provide. 
Or lose my way with such a guide ? 

Did ever trouble yet befal. 
And He refuse to hear my call ? 
And hath He not the promise pass'd. 
That I shall overcome at last ? 

He that hath help'd me hitherto. 

Will help me all my journey through ; 

And give me daily cause to raise 

New Ebenezers to his praise. y 

17. WARSAW. p. M. (4-7's.) 

BLESS, O Lord, each opening year 
To the souls assembled here ; 
Clothe thy word with power divine. 
Make us willing to be thine. 

Where thou hast thy work begun. 
Give new strength the race to run ; 
Scatter darkness, doubts and fears. 
Wipe away the mourner's tears. 

Bless us all, both old and young. 
Call forth praise from ev'ry tongue ; 
Let our whole assembly prove 
AW thy power and all thy \oNe. 



HYMNS. 

I8, BEDFORD. C. M. 

BLESS'D be the dear, uniting loTe, 

That will not let us part ; 
Our bodies may far off remove. 

We still are one in heart. 

Join'd in one Spirit to our Head, 

Where he appoints, we go ; 
And still in Jesus' footsteps tread. 

And shew his praise below. 

Closer and closer let us cleave 

To Him and all his ways ; 
Out of his fulness still receive. 

And grace to answer grace. 

Thus let us hasten to the day. 

Which shall our flesh restore ; 
When death shall all be done away. 

And Christians part no more. 



19* GERMAN HTMN. P. M. (4-7^8.) 

BREAD of Heaven ! on thee we feed. 
For thy flesh is meat indeed ; 
Ever let our souls be fed 
With this true and living bread. 

Vine of Heaven I thy blood supplies 
This blest cup of sacrifice ; 
Lord ! thy wounds our healing give. 
To thy cross we look, and live. 

Day by day with strength supplied. 
Through the life of Him that died ; 
Lord of life ! oh ! let us be 
Rooted, grafted, built ou tYiee* 



HYMNS. 

20. DURHAM. p. If. 

BROTHER, thou art gone to rest. 

We will not weep for thee ; 
For thou art now, where oft on earth 

Thy spirit long'd to be. 

Brother, thou art gone to rest. 

Thy toils and cares are o'er ; 
And sorrow, pain, and suflTring now. 

Shall ne*er distress thee more. 

Brother, thou art gone to rest. 

Thy sins are all forgiv'n ; 
And saints in light have welcomed thee 

To share the joys of heav'n. 

Brother, thou art gone to rest. 

And this shall be our prayer — 
That when we reach our journey's end 

Thy glory we may share. 

SI. ST. Paul's. c. m. 

BROUGHT to the font with holy care. 
And wash'd from nature's shame. 

We join the flock of Christ, and bear 
The Christian's sacred name. 

Blest privilege ! but all in vain 

Our new and heav'nly birth. 
If we the truth of God profane. 

And cleave to things of earth. 

Lord, since thy holy name we bear. 

Like sons would we obey ; 
Mark thy commands with filial fear. 

And keep thy perfect way. 

So, Lord, the inward grace impart. 

And bless the outward sign ; 
That love, abiding in our heart. 

In all our life may shine. 

M 2 



HYMNS. 

99« FRAMLINOHAM. P. M. (8-7'b.) 

BY thy birth and early years ; 
By thy human griefs and fears ; 
By thy fasting, and distress. 
In the lonely wilderness : 
By thy vict'ry in the hour 
Of the subtle tempter's power ; 
Jesus ! look with pitying eye ; 
Hear our solemn litany. 

By thine hour of dark despair ; 
By thine agony of prayer ; 
By the purple robe of scorn ; 
By thy wounds, thy crown of thorn ; 
Cross and passion, pangs and cries ; 
By thy perfect sacrifice ; 
Jesus ! look with pitying eye ; 
Hear our solemn litany. 

By thy last expiring groan ; 
By the seal'd sepulchral stone ; 
By thy triumph o'er the grave ; 
By thy power from death to save ; 
Mighty Grod ! ascended Lord ! 
To thy throne in heaven restor'd ; 
Prince and Saviour ! hear the cry 
Of our solemn litany. 



HYMNS. 



23. hart's. p. M. (4-7'8.) 

CHILDREN of the heav'nly King, 
As we journey let us sing : 
Be our theme the Saviour's praise. 
Glorious in his works and ways. 

We are trav'lling home to God, 
In the way our fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and we 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

Banished once, by sin betray'd, 
Christ our advocate was made ; 
Pardon'd now, no more we roam, 
Christ conducts us to our home. 

Lord, obedient we would go. 
Leaving all we lov'd below ; 
Only thou our leader be. 
Gladly we will follow thee. 



24. TRBVERRY. P. M. (4-7'l.) 

CHRISTIAN brethren, ere we part, ' 
Let us each with grateful heart. 
Once more to our Father raise 
Our united hymn of praise. 

Here perhaps we meet no more. 
But we seek a brighter shore ; 
Where, above all sin and pain. 
Brethren, we shall meet again 

To the Triune God of heaven 
Love and praise be ever given ; 
Here, and by his host above. 
Endless praise, adoring love. 



1 
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S5. FARNHAM. P. M. (4-6's & 2-8'8.) 

CHRIST left his starry crown. 

And laid his robes aside : 

On wings of love came down. 

And wept, and bled, and died. 
The pangs he bore, what tongue can tell. 
To save our souls from death and hell. 

He burst the grave ; he rose 

Victorious from the dead ; 

And thence his mighty foes 

In glorious triumph led : 
Up through the sky the Conqu'ror rode» 
Triumphant to the throne of God. 

He soon again will come. 

His chariot will not stay. 

And bear his children home 

To realms of endless day : 
There shall we see his glorious face. 
And sing the triumphs of his grace. 

26. SALISBURY. p. M. 

CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day ; Hallelujah. 

Our triumphant holiday ; Hal. 

Who endur'd the cross and grave, Hal. 

Sinners to redeem and save. Hal. 

IjO ! He rises. Mighty King ! Hal. 

Where, O death ! is now thy sting ? Hal. 

Lo ! He claims his native sky ; Hal. 

Grave ! where is thy victory ? Hal. 

Sinners ! see your ransom paid, Hal. 

Peace with God for ever made ; Hal. 

With your risen Saviour rise ; Hal. 

Claim with him the purchas'd skies. Hal. 

Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day ; Hal. 

Our triumphant holiday ; Hal. 

Loud the aong of triumph, raise •. ^«\.. 

Sing yoQT greuX Redeemer** praiM. "ftB^« 



HYMNS. 

27* 8T. PBTER. P. M. (6<4'8.) 

COME, bless the Lord, whose love assigns 
A sacred rest for weary minds ; 
And gives from heav'n that sweet repose^ 
Which none but he that feels it, knows. 
Return, my soul, enjoy thy rest. 
Improve the day thy God has blest. 

In holy duties let the day. 
In holy pleasures, pass away ; 
Let pray'r and praise together rise. 
As grateful incense to the skies. 
How sweet a sabbath thus to spend. 
In hope of one that ne*er shall end ! 



28. 



ISLINGTON. L. If. 



COME, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfQrt from above: 
Be thou our Guardian, Thou our Guide ; 
O'er every thought and step preside. 

The light of truth to us display. 

And make us know and choose thy way : 

Plant holy fear in every heart. 

That we from God may ne'er depart. 

Lead us to holiness — ^the road 
Which we must take to dwell with God 
Lead us to Christ — ^the living way ; 
Nor let us from his pastures stray. 

Lead us to God— our final rest. 
To be with him for ever blest : 
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to shari 
Fulness of joy for ever ih%ie\ 



HYMNS. 

29. CARLISLB. 8. M. 

COME, Holy Spirit, come. 
Let thy bright beams arise ; 
Dispel tbe sorrow from our minds. 
The darkness from our eyes. 

Convince us of our sin. 
Then lead to Jesu's blood. 
And to our wond'ring view reveal 
Th' amazing love of God. 

Revive our drooping faith. 
Our doubts and fears remove ; 
And kindle in our breasts the fire 
Of never-dying love. 

Dwell thou within our hearts. 
Let us thy temple be ; 
So shall we know, and praise, and love 
The Father, Son, and Thee. 

30. 8T. JAMBS. O. If. 

COME, Holy Spifit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs ; 

Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 

See, how we grovel here below. 

Fond of these earthly toys I 
Our souls, how heavily they go. 

To reach eternal joys ! 

Dear Lord ! and shall we ever live 

At this poor dying rate ? 
Our love so faint, so cold to thee. 

And thine to us so great. 

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers ; 

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love. 
And that shall kindle ours. 



HYMNS. 

3l« FORDHAM. CM. 

COME, let our mourning hearts revive. 

And let our tears be dry ; 
Why should these hearts be drown'd in grief. 

Which view the Saviour nigh ? 

What though our shepherds dwell in dust. 

The aged and the young. 
The watchful eye in darkness clos'd. 

And mute th' instructive tongue ? 

Th' eternal Shepherd still survives. 

New comfort to impart : 
His eye still guides our steps, his voice 

Still animates the heart. 

Through every scene of life and death 

His presence is our trust ; 
And this shall be our children's song. 

When we are cold in dust. 

33. SICILIAN. p. M. (8's & 7'8.) 

COME, O Saviour, long expected. 

Born to set thy people free ; 
From our guilt and fear protected. 

We shall find our rest in thee. 

Israel's strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the saints thou art ; 

Blest desire of ev'ry nation, 
Joy of ev'ry waiting heart. 

Born thy people to deliver ; 

Born a child, and yet a king; 
Born to reign in us for ever. 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring. 

By thine own eternal Spirit, 
In our hearts rule thou alone ; 

By thine all-sufficient merit. 
Raise us to thy gloriouA tVxTOiv%. 



HYMNS. 

33. CHESTER. P. M. (6-7*8.) 

" COME to judgment, come away 1" 
Hark ! I hear th' archangel say. 
Summoning the dead to rise — 
" Haste, and lift your new-born eyes 1 
Hear, ye sons of Adam, hear ! 
Man, before thy God appear ! *' 

" Come to judgment, come away !" 
This the last, the dreadful day ! 
Sov'reign Author, Judge of all« 
Dust obeys the quick'ning call : 
Dust no other voice will heed. 
Thine the trump that wakes the dead. 

" Come to judgment, come away !" 
Ling'ring man no longer stay ; 
Thee let earth again restore, 
Pris*ner in her womb no more ; 
Burst the barriers of the tomb ; 
Rise to meet thine instant doom. 

" Come to judgment, come away 1" 
Wide dispers'd where'er ye stray. 
Lost in fire, or air, or main. 
Kindred atoms meet again : 
Sepulchred where'er ye are. 
Same, though different form ye wear. 

34. JERSEY. L. M. 

COME, weary souls, with sin opprest. 
Come, and accept the promised rest: 
The Saviour's gracious call obey. 
And cast your gloomy fears away. 

Burden'd with guilt, a painful load, 
O come and bow before your Grod ! 
Divine compassion, mighty love. 
Will all the painful load remove. 

Here mercy's boundless ocean flows. 
To cieanse your guilt and heal your woes ; 
Pardon, and life, and endXeas ^e«k.ce\ 
How rich the gift \ hov? free l\i«i ^twi^\ 



HYMNS. 

35. MISSIONARY. C. M. 

DAUGHTER of Zion ! from the dust 

Exalt thy fallen head ; 
Again in thy Redeemer trust. 

He calls thee from the dead. 

Awake, awake, put on thy strength. 

Thy beautiful array ; 
The day of freedom dawns at length. 

The Lord's appointed day. 

Rebuild thy walls, thy bounds enlarge. 

And send thy heralds forth : 
Say to the south, " Give up thy charge, 

" And keep not back, O north I" 

They come, they come, thine exil'd bands. 

Where'er they rest or roam ; 
They hear thy voice in distant lands. 

And hasten to their home. 

36. FORDHAM. C. M. 

DEAR refuge of my weary soul. 

On thee, when sorrows rise. 
On thee, when waves of trouble roll. 

My fainting hope relies. 

To thee I tell each rising grief. 

For thou alone canst heal ; 
Thy word can bring a sweet relief 

For every pain I feel, 

Hast thou not bid me seek thy face ? 

And shall I seek in vain ? 
And can the ear of sovereign grace 

Be deaf when I complain ? 

No — still the ear of sov'reign grace 
Attends the mourner's prayer : 

O ! may I ever find access 
To breathe my sorrows tliei^. 



HYMNS. 

37« MADRID. P. M. (8-7*8.) 

DEATHLESS principle, arise; 
Soar, thou native of the skies ; 
Pearl of price, by Jesus bought. 
To his glorious likeness wrought ; 
Go to shine before his throne. 
Deck his mediatorial crown : 
Gro, his triumphs to adorn. 
Born of God — to God return. 

Lo ! He beckons from on high. 
Fearless, to his presence fly : 
Thine the merit of his blood, 
Thine the righteousness of God. 
Angels, joyful to attend. 
Hovering round thy pillow bend, • 
Wait to catch the signal given. 
And escort thee quick to heaven. 

Shudder not to pass the stream : 
Venture all thy care on him ; 
Him whose dying love and power 
Stiird its tossing, hush'd its roar. 
Safe is the expanded wave ; 
Gentle as a summer's eve ; 
Not one object of his care 
Ever suffered shipwreck there. 



38. 



BODDINOTON. L. M. 



DISMISS US with thy blessing. Lord ! 
Help us to feed upon thy word : 
All that has been amiss forgive. 
And let thy truth within us live. 

Though we are guilty, thou art good : 
Wash all our works in Jesu's blood ; 
Give every troubled soul release ; 
And bid us all depart in p%ac«. 



HYMNS. 

39. WINCHESTER NSW. D. C. M. 

DOWN from his starry throne on high 

Th' Almighty Saviour comes ; 
Lays his bright robes of glory by. 

And feeble flesh assumes. 
The mighty debt that sinners owed. 

Upon the cross he pays ; 
Then through the clouds ascends to God, 

'Midst shouts of loftiest praise. 

There, he our great High Priest appears. 

Before his Father's throne ; 
Mingles his merits with our tears. 

And pours salvation down. 
Great God ! with rev'rence we adore 

Thy justice and thy grace. 
And in thy faithfulness and pow'r - 

Our firm dependence place. 

40. FROOMORB. p. M . (4-7*8.) 

ERE another sabbath's close. 
Ere again we seek repose. 
Lord, our song ascends to thee. 
At thy feet we bow the knee. 

For the mercies of the day. 
For this rest upon our way. 
Thanks to thee alone be given. 
Lord of earth, and King of heaven. 

Whilst this th©my path we tread. 
May thy love our footsteps lead ; 
When our journey here is past. 
May we rest with thee at last. 

Let these earthly sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of our joy above ; 
While their steps thy pilgrims bend 
To the rest which knowa no %ii^. 



HYMNS. 

4 1 • SUPHRATB8. O. L. M. 

FATHER of mercies, bow thine ear. 

Attentive to our earnest prayer ; 

We plead for those who plead for thee ; 

Successful pleaders may they be ! 

How great their work, how vast their charge ! 

Do thou their anxious souls enlarge ; 

Their best acquirements are our gain ; 

We share the blessings they attain. 

Clothe then with energy divine 
Their words, and let those words be thine ; 
To them thy sacred truth reveal ; 
Suppress their fear, inflame their zeal. 
Teach them to sow the precious seed ; 
Teach them thy chosen flock to feed ; 
Teach them immortal souls to gain. 
Souls that will well reward their pain. 

Let thronging multitudes around 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound ; 
In humble strains thy grace implore. 
And feel thy new-creating pow'r. 
Let sinners break their massy chains. 
And souls distress'd forget their pains : 
Let light through distant realms be spread. 
And Zion rear her drooping head ! 

43. MANCHBSTBR. C. M. 

FATHER of mercies, in thy word 

What endless glory shines ; 
For ever be thy name ador*d 

For these celestial lines. 

Here, springs of consolation rise. 

To cheer the fainting mind; 
The needy here receive supplies. 

And rest the weary find. 

Divine Instructor ! Gracious I^rd ! 

Be thou for ever near *, 
Te&ch us to love thy sacred v9otd» 
And view our SaViour thwe. 



HYMNS. 

43. WARMINSTER. L. IC. 

FATHER of all, whose watchful care 
Our roof protects ; — from whom we share 
A thousand gifts, by thee ordain'd. 
By thee from day to day sustain'd. 

To thee, most worthy to be prais'd. 
Be our domestic altar rais'd : — 
The Lord of heaven vouchsafes to dwell 
With saints in their obscurest cell. 

To thee, may each assembled house 
Morning and night perform their vows. 
Our babes and servants, old and young. 
Learn what thy holy Prophets sung: 

Oh ! may our latest race proclaim 
Our meek Redeemer's glorious name ; 
When we, conducted by thy love. 
Have join'd thy family above. 

4'4. BISHOPTHORPB. C. M. 

FATHER, whatever of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies. 
Accepted at thy throne, let this 

My humble pray'r arise. 

Give me a calm and thankful heart. 

From ev'ry murmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart. 

And make me live to thee. 

In ev'ry joy that crowns my days. 

In ev'ry pain I bear, 
O let me find delight in praise. 

Or seek relief in prayV. 

Let the sweet hope that thou art mine. 

My life and death attend. 
Thy presence through my journey shine. 

And crown my jounxey'a en^. 

N 2 



HYMNS. 

45. WARWICK. C. M. 

FOR mercies countless as the sands. 

Which daily I receive. 
From Jesus, my Redeemer's hands. 

My soul, what canst thou give ? 

Alas ! from such a heart as mine. 

What can I bring him forth ! 
My holiest thoughts are stained with sin ; 

My all is nothing worth. 

The best returns for one like me. 

So wretched and so poor. 
Is from his gifts to draw a plea. 

And ask him still for more. 

46. FALCON STREET. 8. If . 

FROM Egypt's bondage come. 
Where deaUi and darkness reign. 
We seek a new and better home. 
Where we our rest shall gain : 

Hallelujah ! 
Wc are on our way to Grod. 

There sin and sorrow cease ; 
And every conflict o'er. 
We shall repose in endless peace. 
Nor thirst, sor hunger more : 

Hallelujah ! 
We are on our way to God. 

There in celestial strains 
Enraptur'd myriads sing ; 
And love in every bosom reigns. 
For God himself is King : 

Hallelujah ! 
We are on our way to God. 

We soon shall join the throng. 
And soon their pleasures share ; 

And sing the everlasting song 
With all the ransom'dtiieie*. 
Hallelujah! 

Uring us safe to thee, O God. 



HYMNS. 

4'7« TRicHiNOPOLY. P. M. (7'i & 6% double.) 

FROM Greenland's icy mountains. 

From India's coral strand. 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 

Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river. 

From many a palmy plain. 
They call us to deliver 

Tneir land from error's chain. 

What, though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases^ 

And only man is vile ! 
In vain, with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The Heathen, in his blindness. 

Bows down to wood and stone. 

Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high. 
Shall we to man benighted. 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation ! O salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Hath learnt Messiah's name. 

Waft, waft, ye winds. His story ; 

And you, ye waters, roll. 
Till like a sea of glory. 

It spread from pole to pole : 
Till o'er our ransom'd nature. 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign. 



HYMNS. 

48* hart's. p. m. (4-7'bO 

GLORY be to God on high, 
God, whose glory fills the sky ; 
Peace on earth to man forgiven, 
Man, the well beloved of heav'n. 

Sov'reign Father ! Heav'nly Kmg ! 
Thee we now presume to sing ; 
Glad thine attributes confess. 
Glorious all, and numberless. 

Holy Spirit ! Thee we own ; 
Thee, and Christ the only Son — 
L>amb of Grod, the victim slain, 
Man to save from endless pain. 

Praise the name of God Most High ; 
Praise Him all below the sky : 
Praise Him, all ye heavenly host. 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

49. MAGDALEN. L. M. 

GLORY to thee, my God, this night. 
For all the blessings of the light. 
Keep me, O keep me. King of kings. 
Under thy own Almighty wings. 

Forgive me. Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done. 
That with the world, mj'self, and thee, 
I ere I sleep at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread « 

The grave, as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
With joy behold the judgment day. 

O may my soul on thee repose. 
And with sweet sleep my eyelids close ; 
Sleep that may me more active make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, AngeWc Ho%\.*, 
Praise Father, Son, and HoV^ 0\iOttlt. 



HYMNS. 

50. BRAOINO. L. M. 

GOD of my life, through all its days. 
My grateful powVs shall sound thy praise ; 
The song shsill wake with op'ning light. 
And echo to the silent night. 

When anxious cares would break my rest. 
And sorrows tear my throbbing breast. 
Thy tuneiiil praises rais'd on high 
Shall check the murmur and the sigh. 
And O, when my last conflict's o'er. 
And I am chain'd to flesh no more. 
With what glad accents shall I rise 
To join the music of the skies ! 

The cheerful tribute will I give. 
Long as a deathless soul can live ; 
A work so sweet, a theme so high. 
Demands and crowns eternity. 

51. BROMSGROVB. 0. M. 

GOD moves in a mysterious way. 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 

Aiid rides upon the storm. 

Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing skill. 
He treasures up his bright desigpas. 

And works his sovereign will. 

* Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning Providence 

He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast. 

Unfolding ev'ry hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter tSAte, 
But aweet will be tlie €LoVt. 



HYMNS. 

63. ACTON. L. M. 

GOD of salvation, we adore 
Thy saving love, thy saving pow'r ; 
And while abas*d in dust we bow. 
We sing the grace that lays us low. 

Tis there we feel that thou art near ; 
And love and triumph while we fear ; 
We taste the joys of worlds to come. 
And learn the songs of heav'n, our home. 

Perish each thought of human pride ; 
Let Grod alone be magnified ! 
Ye worms of earth, his greatness own. 
And fall ye angels round his throne. 

Saints, who his full salvation know. 
Saints, who but taste it here below. 
While ye adoring, trembling lie, 
We^ll lift your joys and honours high. 



53. 



CAMBRIDGE. 8. M. 



GOD'S holy law, transgressed. 
Speaks nothing but despair : 
Burden'd with guilt, with grief oppre8s*d. 
We find no comfort there. 

Not all our groans and tears. 
Nor works which we have done. 
Nor vows, nor promises, nor prayers. 
Can e'er for sin atone. 

Relief alone is found 
In Jesus' precious blood ; 
Tis this that heals the mortal wound. 
And reconciles to God. 

High lifted on the cross. 
The spotless victim dies ; 
This is salvation's only source. 
Hence all our hopes arise. 



HYMNS. 

64. ST. AUSTIN. P. If. (6-7'ft.) 

GO to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel the tempter's pow'r ; 
There your Saviour's conflict see ; 
Watch with him one bitter hour : 
Turn not from his griefs away ; 
Learn of him to watch and pray. 

See him in the judgment hall. 
Bound, and beaten, and arraign'd ; 
Sad, forsaken, mock'd by all. 
Yet by heav'nly love sustain'd : 
Ye that suffer shame or loss. 
Learn of Christ to bear the cross. 

Follow on to Calvary ; 
There the blessed Jesus view. 
Dying on th' accursed tree. 
Made a sacrifice for you : 
" It is finish'd," hear him cry ; 
Look on him, and learn to die. 

55. - SHORE COTTAGE. P. M. (4-7*B.) 

GRACIOUS God, who seest in me 
Only sin and misery. 
Turn to thy Anointed One, 
Look on thy beloved Sou ! 

Turn from me thy glorious eyes 
To that bloody sacrifice. 
To the full atonement made. 
To the utmost ransom paid. 

To the blood that speaks above. 
Calls for thy forgiving love. 
To the tokens of his death. 
Here exhibited beneath. 

Hear his blood's prevailing cry ; 
Let thy mercy there reply : 
Then through him the sinnei ae«, 
TbeD in Jmus look on in«. 



HYMNS. 

56. hart's. p. m. (4-7'bO 

GRATEFUL hearts and voices bring. 
While Jehovah's praise we sing ; 
Holy, holy, holy. Lord ! 
Be thy glorious name ador'd. 

Saints on earth, and saints above. 
Sing the great Redeemer's love : 
Lord, thy mercies never fail ; 
Hail, celestial goodness, hail ! 

Though unworthy of thine ear. 
Still our hallelujahs hear : 
Purer praise we hope to bring. 
When with saints in heav'n we sing. 

Look with pity from thy throne ; 
Send thy Holy Spirit down ; 
Guide our footsteps in thy way ; 
Guide to realms of endless day. 
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IRISH. C. M. 



GREAT God, the treasures of thy love 

Are everlasting mines ; 
Deep as our helpless mis'ries are. 

And boundless as our sins. 

The happy gates of gospel grace 
Stand open night and day : 

Lord, we are come to seek supplies ; 
O drive our wants away. 

Shew us some tokens of thy love. 
Our fainting hope to raise. 

And pour thy blessings from above. 
That we may render praise. 

May we in faith receive thy word. 
In faith present our pray'rs ; 

And in the presence of our Lord 
Unbosom all our cares. 
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HYMNS. 



LUTHBR. P. M. 



GREAT God, what do I see and hear ? 

The end of things created : — 
I see the Judge of man appear. 

On clouds of glory seated : 
The trumpet sounds, the graves restore 
The dead which they contain'd before ; 

Prepare, my soul, to meet Him. 

The dead in Christ the first arise. 
At the last trumpet's sounding. 

To meet the Saviour in the skies. 
With joy his throne surrounding : 

No gloomy fears their souls dismay ; 

His presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepared to meet Him. 

But sinners, fill*d with guilty fears. 
Behold his wrath prevailing ; 

For they shall rise, and find their tears 
And sighs are unavailing : 

The day of grace is past and gone ! 

Trembling, they stand before the throne. 
All unprepared to meet Him» 

Stay, fancy, stay, and close thy wings. 
Nor press thy flight too darmg ; 

One wondrous sight my comfort brings. 
The Judge my nature wearing. 

Beneath his cross I view the day 

When heav'n and earth shall pass away. 
And thus prepare to meet Him. 



HYMNS. 

59. PORTSMOUTH NEW. P. M. (4 6*8 & 2 8*8.) 

GREAT Prophet of my God ! 

My tongue would bless thy name ; 

By thee the joyful news 

Of our salvation came : 
The joyful news of sins forgiv'n. 
Of hell subdu'd, and peace with heav'n. 

Be thou my counsellor. 

My pattern, and my guide ; 

And through this desert land 

Still keep me near thy side : 
O let my feet ne'er run astray. 
Nor rove, nor seek the crooked way. 

I love my Shepherd's voice ; 

His watchful eyes shall keep 

My wand'ring soul among 

The thousands of his sheep : 
He feeds his flock, he calls their names. 
His bosom bears the tender lambs. 

Jesus, my great High Priest, 

Offer'd his blood, and died ; 

My guilty conscience seeks 

No sacrifice beside : 
His powerful blood did once atone ; 
And now it pleads before the throne. 

My dread Almighty Lord, 

My Conqu'ror and my King, 

Thy sceptre and thy sword. 

Thy reigning grace I sing : 
Thine is the pow'r ; behold I sit. 
In willing bands, before thy feet. 



HYMNS. 

60. BRECON. P.M. (8.7.4.) 

GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah ! 

Pilgrim, through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty ; 

Hold me with thy powerful hand ; — 
Bread of heaven ! 

Feed me till I want no more. 

Open now the crystal fountain. 
Whence the healing waters flow ; 

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar. 
Lead me all the way below : 

Strong Deliverer ! 
Be thou still my light and shield. 

When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ; 
Bear me through the swelling current. 

Land me safe on Canaan's side : — 
Endless praises. 

Saviour ! I will sing to thee. 

6 1 • WESTMORLAND. P. M. (4 G's & 2 8's.) 

HAIL, everlasting spring ! 
Celestial fountain, hail ! 
Thy streams salvation bring ; 
Thy waters never fail : 
Still they endure. 
And still they flow. 
For all our woe 
A sov'reign cure. 

Blest be his wounded side. 
And blest his bleeding heart. 
Who all in anguish died. 
Such favours to impart ! 
His sacred blood 
Shall make us clean 
From ev'ry sin. 
And flt for God. 



HYMNS. 

63. DENMARK HILL. P. M. (8's & 7's double.) 

HAIL, thou once despised Jesus ! 

Hail, thou universal King 1 
Who didst suffer to release us. 

Who didst free salvation bring ! 
Hail, thou glorious God and Saviour ! 

Who hast borne our sin and shame ; 
By whose merit we find favour ; 

Life is granted through thy name. 

Jesus, hail, enthron'd in glory. 

There for ever to abide ; 
All the heav'nly hosts adore thee. 

Seated at thy Father's side. 
There for sinners thou art pleading. 

There thou dost a place prepare^ 
Ever for us interceding. 

Till in glory we appear. 

Worship, honour, pow'r, and blessing. 

Thou art worthy to receive ; 
Loudest praises without ceasing. 

Meet it is for us to give ! 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits. 

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays ; 
Help to sing our Saviour's merits. 

Help to chaunt Immanuel's praise ! 

63* JBWIN STREET. P. M. (8*8 & 7*8 doubk.) 

HAIL, thou soiirce of ev'ry blessing. 

Sovereign Father of mankind! 
Gentiles now, thy grace possessing. 

In thy courts admission find. 
Gratefully we bend before thee ; 

In thy church obtain a place ; 
Now, by faith, behold thy glory. 

Praise thy truth, and sing thy grace. 

Hail, thou ever blessed Saviour ! 
Gentiles now their ofE'im^^btm^; 
Id thy temple seek thy favoi \ 

Worship thee, their Loid wi^ V^wiv 



HYMNS, 

May we all, sincere in spirit. 

Live devoted to thy praise ; 
Glorious realms of bliss inherit ; 

Grateful anthems ever raise. 

64. WESTMINSTER NEW. C. M. 

HAPPY the child whose tender years 

Receive instruction well ; 
Who hates the sinner's path, and fears 

The road that leads to hell. 

'Twill save us from a thousand snares. 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will preserve our riper years. 

And make our virtues strong. 

To thee. Almighty God, to thee. 

Our childhood we resign ; 
Thy love in Christ our portion be ; 

And our whole lives be thine ! 

Let the blest work of pray'r and praise 

Betimes employ our breath ; 
Thus we're prepar'd for length of days. 

Or fit for early death. 

65. BROMSGROVE. C. M. 

HARK ! the glad sound ! the Saviour comes. 

The Saviour promised long ; 
Let ev*ry heart prepare a throne. 

And ev'ry voice a song. 

He comes, the prisoner to release. 

In Satan's bondage held : 
The gates of brass before him break. 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes, to bind the broken heart. 

To make the wounded whole. 
To preach glad tidings to the meek. 

And bless the humble soul. 

Our gJad hosannas, Prince of "P^ae^\ 
Tbine advent shall proclaim ; 
And earth and heav'n shaW io\u to «\^^ 
The glories of thy name. 
o 2 



HYMNS. 

66. NATIVITY. p. M. (4-7*8.) 

HARK, the herald angels sing. 
Glory to the new-bom King ! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 

Joyfal all ye nations rise. 
Join the triumph of the skies. 
With th' angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 

Veil'd in flesh, the Godhead see I 
Hail, Incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd as man with man to dwell ; 
Jesus, our Immanuel! 

Hail, the heav*n-born Prince of Peace ! 
Hail, the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Life and light to all he brings; 
Ris'n with healing in his wings. 

Mild he lays his glory by. 
Bom, that man no more may die ; 
BorUj, to raise the sons of earth. 
Bom, to give them second birth. 

NEW SABBATH. L. M. 

HELP us, O Lord ! thy yoke to wear. 
Delighting in thy perfect will ; 
Each other's burdens learn to bear. 
And thus thy law of love fulfil. 

Teach us, with glad and cheerful hearts. 
As thou hast bless'd our various store. 
From our abundance to impart 
A liberal portion to the poor. 

To thee our all devoted be. 
In whom we breathe, and move, and live : 
Freely we have receiv'd from thee ; 
Freely may we rejoice to give. 

And wbiJe we thus obey thy Word, 
And ev'ry call of want relieve, 
O ! may we find it, gracious 1jOiA.\ 
More biess'd to give than to xeceVje. 
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HYMNS. 

18. KINGTON. P. M. (8. 8. 6.) 

HELP, Lord, to whom for help I fly. 
And still my tempted soul stand by. 

Throughout the evil day ; 
A sacred watchfulness impart. 
And keep the issues of my heart. 

And stir me up to pray. 

My soul with thy whole armour arm. 
In each approach of sin alarm. 

And shew the danger near ; 
Surround, sustain, and strengthen me. 
And fill with godly jealousy. 

And sanctifying fear. 

Whene*er my careless hands hang dowD, 
Oh» let me see the gath'ring frown. 

And feel thy warning eye ; 
And, starting, cry from ruin's brink, 
" Save, Jesus, or I yield, I sink ; 

" Oh, save me, or I die !" 

If near the pit I rashly stray. 
Before I wholly fall away 

The keen conviction dart ! 
Recall me by that pitying look. 
That kind upbraiding glance, which broke 

Unfaithful Peter's heart. 

>9. SICILIAN. p. M. (8's & 7'8.> 

HOLY Ghost ! dispel our sadness. 
Pierce the clouds of nature's night ; 

Come, thou source of joy and gladness* 
Breathe thy life, and spread thy light. 

Hear, Oh ! hear our supplication. 

Blessed Spirit ! God of Peace 1 
Rest upon this congregation 

With th' abundance of thy grace. 

Author of our new creation. 

Bid us all thine inflaence pxoNe\ A 

Make our souls thy hab\tal\oti, I 

Shed abroad the Savio^xt's \oNe. 



HYMNS. 

70. JEWIN STRRBT. P. M. (8*3 & 7's double.] 

HOLY Ghost, whose fire celestial. 

Light and life divine imparts ; 
Come, and dwell in breasts terrestrial ; 

Heav'n rsveal in earthly hearts. 
Come, and pour in blest effusion, 

Heav'nly unction from above : 
Scattering wide in rich diffusion, 

" Comfort, light, and fire of love." 

Keep thy church in holy union. 

Foes remove, — give peace at home ; 
Source of peace, and sweet communion. 

Where thou dwell'st no ill can come. 
Teach us humbly to adore thee. 

While on earth we pass our days ; 
Thence transport our souls to glory. 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 



71. 



DERBY. L. M 



HOW blest are they who still abide 
Close sheltered in the Saviour's side ! 
Who joy and strength from him derive. 
And by him move and in him live ! 

Ah, Lord, enlarge our scanty thought. 
To know the wonders thou hast wrought ; 
Unloose our stamm'ring tongue, to tell 
Thy love immense, unsearchable ! 

Take our poor hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but thee ; 
Seal thou our breast, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 

First-born of many brethren thou. 
To thee both earth and heav'n must bow ; 
Help us to thee our all to give I 
UiiDe may we die, thine may ^e Vvs^. 



HYMNS. 

72* BBLLSFIELD. C. M. 

HOW condescending and how kind 

Was God's eternal Son ; 
In heav'n our mis'ry reach'd his mind> 

And pity brought him down. 

He sunk beneath our heavy woes 

To raise us to his throne ; 
There's not a gift his hand bestows. 

But cost his heart a groan. 

Now, though he reigns exalted high> 

His love is still as great ; 
Well he remembers Calvary, 

Nor let his saints forget. 

Here let our hearts be taught to melt. 

While we his death record ; 
And with our joy for pardon'd guilt. 

Mourn that we pierced the Lord. 

73. TIRLBT. p. M. (2-10's & 2-11*8.) 

HOW glorious the Lamb 
Is seen on his throne. 
His labours are o*er. 
His conquests are won : 
A kingdom is given 
Into the Lamb's hand. 
In earth and in heaven 
For ever to stand. 

Ye sinners below 
Then trust to the Lord ; 
Look up to his arm. 
His honour, his word ; 
Athirst for his favour. 
His Godhead adore ; 
Look up to your Saviour, 
And joy evermore. 



74. 



HYMNS. 

8IL0AM. C. M 

HOW happy are the souls above. 

From sin and sorrow free ! 
With Jesus there they sweetly rest. 

And all his glory see. 

"Worthy the Lamb," aloud they cry, 
"That brought us here to God ;'' 

In ceaseless hymns of praise they sing 
The merit of his blood. 

With wond'ring joy they recollect 

Their fears and dangers past ; 
And bless the wisdom, pow'r, and love. 

Which brought them here at last. 

They follow the exalted Lamb, 

Where'er they see him go ; 
And at the footstool of his throne 

Their blood-bought crowns they throw. 

Lord, let the merits of thy death 

To each of us be giv'n ; 
And we with them shall sing thy praise 

Through all the courts of heav'n. 

75. 8T. mart's c. m. 

HOW shall we stand when Christ appears ? 

How come before the Lord ? 
At that dread hour will cries or tears 
Avert the threatening sword ? 

Shall sinners plead the costly blood 

Of lambs or bullocks spilt ? 
Shall they allege their hearts are good. 

And think to hide their guilt ? 

Ah ! no ; — the Lamb of God alone. 
The Lamb, whom God hath sent. 

Can for our num'rous sins atone. 
And his just wrath prevent- 

O Lamb of God ! our sins forgive ! 
On thee our hopes we place ; 
Say to our troubled spirits, \\\e \ 
And save us by thy grace. 



HYMNS. 

/ 6. ST. Stephen's. c. m. 

HOW sweet the name of Jesus sounds 

In each believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrow, heals his wounds. 

And drives away his fear. 

It makes the broken spirit whole. 
And calms the troubled breast ; 

'Tis manna to the hungry soul. 
And to the weary, rest. 

Dear name ! the rock on which I build. 

My shield, my hiding place. 
My never-failing treas'ry, fiU'd 

With boundless stores of grace. 

Jesus ! my Shepherd, Surety, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King ; 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End 1 
Accept the praise I bring. 

Weak is the eflfort of my heart. 
And cold my warmest thought ; 

But when I see thee as thou art, 
I'll praise thee as I ought. 

77* PORTUGAL. L. M. 

HOW sweet to leave the world awhile. 
And seek the presence of our Lord I 
Great Saviour, on thy people smile. 
And come, according to thy word. 

From busy scenes we now retreat. 
That we may here converse with thee ; 
Behold us gath'ring round thy feet ; 
Let this the gate of heaven be. 

O blessed Jesus, now appear, 
That we by faith may see thy face ; 
O speak, that we thy voice may hear. 
And let thy presence fill this place. 

Then let the worldling boast his joys ; 
We've bread to eat he knowft wo\. o^ *. 
We count his treasures "wortYvY^a^ \.Qi^^» 
While we possess a Sovioxxr'a \oNe. 



. HYMNS. 



78. 



WARRINGTON. P. M. 



IF friendless in the vale of tears I stray. 
Where briars wound, and thorns perplex my way. 
Still let my steady soul thy goodness see. 
And, with strong confidence, lay hold on thee. 

In ev'ry creature. Lord, I own thy pow'r. 
In each event thy providence adore ; 
Thy promises shall cheer my drooping soul. 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul. 

Then when at last I quit this transient scene. 
Help me to leave it with a heart serene ; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high. 
And having liv'd to thee, in thee to die. 



79. 



WARBHAM. L. M. 



IF some poor wand'ring child of thine 
Have spurn'd to-day, thy voice divine. 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin. 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 

Watch by the sick, enrich the poor 
With blessings from thy boundless stoie ; 
Be ev'ry mourner's sleep to night. 
Like infant slumbers, pure and light. 

Come near, and bless us when we wake. 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till in the ocean of thy love. 
We lose ourselves in heav'n above. 



80. 



HYMNS. 



WINDSOR CHAPBL. C. M. 



IF such the views which grace unfolds. 

Weak as it is below. 
What raptures must the church above 

In Jesu^s presence know ! 

If such the sweetness of the stream. 

What must the fountain be» 
Where saints and angels draw their bliss. 

Immediately from thee ? 

O may the unction of these truths 

For ever with me stay ! 
Till from her sinful cage dismissed. 

My spirit flies away. 



81. 



ACTOX. L. M. 



I HOLD the sacred book of God» 
To hear, and keep, and use it, free ; 
But holy martyrs shed their blood 
To win this word of life for me ! 

With steady faith in Christ alone. 

The threats of impious power they spum'd ; 

And, bold that holy faith to own. 

They gave their bodies to be burn'd. 

In heav'n with palms they triumph now; 
We love to speak their honour'd names ; 
Oh, may our lips and lives avow 
The truth they kept through blood and flames. 

We bear, we'll hold, the Christian name. 
Though hell oppose, and earth deride ; 
We'll keep the faith through fear and «\i«xc!a\ 
That faith for which our falYieT^ d\e^. 



HYMNS. 

82. WELLS. L. M. 

IN all the ways and works of God, 
His justice and his love we trace : 
We bend to his avenging rod. 
Or kiss the sceptre of his grace. 

Around his saints, who fear his name. 
In endless streams his mercies flow : 
But all the fruit of sin is shame. 
And present grief and future woe. 

Lord, at thy footsool we appear. 
To own our guilt and seek thy love ; 
O let thy fav'ring mercy hear. 
And send a blessing from above. 

Impart thy truth ; our souls restore ; 
And keep us in thy righteous ways ; 
So shall the church thy grace adore. 
And gladly sound the Saviour's praise. 

83. AUBURN. c. M. 

IN heaven a rapt'rous song was heard. 

Of sweet seraphic praise. 
When Jesus in our flesh appear'd, 

A fallen world to raise. 

The theme, the song, the joy was new. 

To each angelic tongue ; 
Swift through the realms of light it flew. 

And loud the echo rung. 

Down through the portals of the sky. 

The pealing anthem ran. 
And angels flew with eager joy. 

To bear the news to man. 

Hark ! the cherubic armies shout. 

And glory leads the song ; 
Peace and salvation swell the note. 

Of all the heav'nly throng. 

Hail, Prince of life I for ever hail I 
Redeemer, Brother, ¥i\e\i^, 
Though life, and eartla, atid\:vme,m\xaX\i»^» 
Thy praise shall nevei end. 



84. 



HYMNS. 



WORTHING. P. M. (4-7*8.) 

IN thy presence we appear. 
Lord we love to worship here. 
When within the veil we meet 
Thee upon thy mercy seat ! 

"While thy glorious name is sung. 
Touch our lips, unloose our tongue. 
Then our joyful souls shall bless 
Thee, the Lord, our righteousness. 

While to thee our prayers ascend. 
Let thine ear in love attend ; 
Hear us, when thy Spirit pleads ; 
Hear ! for Jesus intercedes. 



85. 



8T. PAUL S. C. M. 

IN token that thou shalt not fear 

Christ crucified to own. 
We print the cross upon thy brow. 

And mark thee his alone. 

O may the Holy Ghost with pow*r 

Thy heav'nly birth attest ; 
And when the Lord shall own his saints. 

Then be thy name confest. 

Fearless, and faithful to the end. 

Tread all temptations down ; 
And caird on earth to bear his cross. 

Hereafter share his crown. 



86. 



HYMNS. 



WILTSHIRE. C. X. 



IT is the Lord — ^who gives me all. 
My wealth, my friends, my ease ; 

And of his bounties may recal 
Whatever part he please. 

It is the Lord — whose matchless skill 

Can from afflictions raise 
Blessings, eternity to fill 

With ever growing praise. 

It is the Lord — ^my cov'nant God, 

Thrice blessed be his name. 
Whose gracious promise, seal'd in blood. 

Must ever be the same. 

Can I, with hopes so firmly built. 

Be sullen, or repine? 
No, gracious God, take what thou wilt. 

To thee I all resign. 

87* MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

JERUSALEM, my happy home. 

Name ever dear to me. 
When shall my labours have an end 

In joy, and peace, and thee ! 

When shall mine eyes thy heav'n-built walls 

And pearly gates behold ; 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong^ 

And streets of shining gold ! 

Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there 

Around my. Saviour stand ; 
And soon my friends in Christ below 

Will join the glorious band. 

Jerusalem, our happy home. 

Our souls still long for thee ; 
Then shall our labours have an end. 

When we thy joys shall see. 



88. 



HYMNS. 



MOUNT EPHRAIM. 3. M. 



JESUS invites his saints, 
To meet around his board ; 
Here pardon'd sinners meet, and hold 
Communion with their Lord. 

Here we survey that love. 
Which spoke in every breath ; 
Which crown'd each action of his life. 
And triumph'd in his death. 

Here let our pow'rs unite. 
His glorious name to raise ; 
Pleasure and joy fill every mind. 
And every voice be praise. 



89. ST. ST£PHBN*S. C. M. 

JESUS, our Lord, has wept and died. 

That we might never die ; 
And now he reigns supreme, to guide 

His people to the sky. 

Weak though we are, he still is near. 

To lead, console, defend ; 
In all our sorrow, sin, and fear. 

Our all-sufficient friend. 

From his high throne in bliss he deigns 

Our ev'ry pray'r to heed ; 
Bears with our folly, soothes our pains. 

Supplies our every need. 

O Jesus ! there is none like thee. 

Our Saviour and our Lord ; 
Through earth and heaven exalted be, 

Belov'd, obey'd, ador'd \ 
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HYMNS 

JESUS, refoge of my soul ! 
Let me to diy bosom fly. 
While the threatening waters roll. 
Whilst the tempest still is hig^! 
Hide me, O my Saviour hide. 
Till the storm of life is past ; 
Safe into the haven guide ; 
Oh ! receive my soul at last. 

Other refage have I none. 
Flits my helpless soul to thee ; 
Leave, oh ! leave me not alone. 
Still support and comfort me ; 
All my trust on thee is laid. 
All my help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of thy wing. 

Thou, O Christ ! art all I want. 
More than all in thee I find ; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint. 
Heal the sick, and lead the blind : 
Just and holy is thy name. 
Mine is from a guilty race ; 
I am full of sin and shame. 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 

Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my sin ; 
Let the healing streams abound. 
Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the fountain art. 
Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart. 
Rise to all eternity. 



HYMNS. 

91 • SICILIAN. P. M. (8*8 & 7'».) 

JESUS sought me, when a stranger, 
Wand'ring from the fold of God, 

And, to rescue me from danger, 
Interpos'd his precious blood. — 

Safe thus far, by thee defended. 

In my stage of life I'm come ; 
Safe, O Lord, when life is ended. 

Bring me to thy heavenly home. 

To thy grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm constrain'd to be ! 
Let that grace break every fetter 

That withholds my heart from thee ; 

Prone to wander. Lord, I feel it. 

Prone to leave the God I love ; 
Let thy Spirit guard, and seal it. 

Seal it for thy courts above. 



92. 



PORTUGAL. L. M. 

JESUS ! where'er thy children meet. 
There they behold thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek thee, thou art found. 
And ev'ry place is hallow'd ground. 

For thou, within no walls confin'd, 
Inhabitest the humble mind ; 
Such find thee still their joy, their light. 
At home, abroad, by day, by night. 

Here, may we prove the force of prayer. 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten care ! 
Here, teach our faint desires to rise. 
And bring all heav'n before our eyes ! 

Lord, we are few, but thou art near. 
Nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine ear ; 
O rend the heav'ns, come quickly down.« 
And make unnumber'dVieaitA V\ivKi<& Q)^tv« 



HYMNS. 



93. 



FRAMLINGHAM. P. M. 

LAMB of God, whose dying love 
We now recall to mind. 
Hear us, bless us from above ; 
Let us all thy mercy find : 
Let thy blood by faith applied 
Every sinner's pardon seal ; 
All in thee be justified; 
Every soul thy comfort feel. 

Oh, remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace. 

By thine agony of pain. 
By thy precious blood we pray ; 
Cleanse our hearts from ev'ry stain ; 
Take our load of guilt away : 
Burst our bonds, and set us free ; 
Bid our fear and sorrow cease ; 
Think on us who think on thee. 
And each burden'd soul release. 

Oh, remember Calvary, 

And bid us go in peace ! 

94. BENEDICTION. P. M. (8's & 7's.) 

LIGHT of those, whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death. 
Come, and by thy love revealing 
Dissipate the clouds beneath. 

Still we wait for thine appearing ; 
Life and joy thy beams impart ; 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Ev'ry meek and contrite heart. 

Save us, in thy great compassion. 
Oh, thou prince of peace and love ! 
Give the knowledge of salvation. 
Fix our hearts on things above. 

By thine all-suflicient merit 
Ev*ry burden'd soul release •, 
By thy renovating Spirit 
Guide us in the path of peace. 



95. 



HYMNS. 

HBLM8LBT. P. M. 

LO ! He comes, with clouds descending. 
Once for favor'd sinners slain : 
Thousand thousand saints attending. 
Swell the triumphs of his train : 

Hallelujah ! Amen. 

• 

Ev'ry eye shall now behold him. 

Robed in dreadful majesty ; 

They who set at nought and sold him« 

Pierc'd, and nail'd him to the tree. 

Deeply wailing, shall the true Messiah see. 

Blest redemption, long expected ! 
See his solemn pomp to share, 
All his saints by man rejected. 
Rise to meet him in the air : 
Hallelujah I see the Son of God appear. 

Yea, Amen ! let all adore thee. 
High on thine eternal throne ; 
Saviour take thy power and glory. 
Claim the kingdoms for thine own : 

Hallelujah! Amen. 

96. 8T. JAMBS. C. M. 

LONG have we heard the joyfiil sound 

Of thy salvation. Lord ; 
Yet still how weak our faith is found 

To profit by thy word. 

How cold and feeble is our love ; 

How negligent our fear ; 
How low our hope of joys above ; 

How few affections there ! 

O God of love ! thy grace impart. 

To give thy word success ; 
With pow'r on ev'ry careless heait 

Thy saving truth impress. 

Direct and keep us in the way 

That leads to joys oii\i\^\ 
Where knowledge gro^« VvVSaoviX. ^«swi % 

Where love shaW never d\e. 



HYMNS. 

97. BRUNSWICK. L. M. 

LOOK down, O Lord, and on our youth 
Bestow the gift of heav'nly grace ; 
And let the seed of sacred truth 
Find in each heart a fruitful place. 

Soon to appear before thy sight. 
Their vow and promise to renew. 
Prepare them for the solemn rite ; 
Bid each his heart and life review. 

The cross that mark'd their infant brow. 
May it a faithful emblem prove. 
That they shall keep that sacred vow« 
And walk as children of thy love. 

Thy sons and daughters may they be, 
Confirmed and strengthen'd by thy grace ; 
And, safe through life preserv'd by the«. 
In heav'n behold thee face to face. 



98. 



CRAYFORD. D. L. M. 

LORD, cause thy face on us to shine ; 
Give us thy peace, and seal us thine ; 
Teach us to prize the means of grace. 
And love thine earthly dwelling place. 
One is our faith, and one our Lord : 
One body, spirit, hope, reward : 
May we in one communion be» 
One with each other, one with thee ! 

Bless all, whose voice salvation brings ; 

Who minister in holy things ; 

Our bishops, priests, and deacons, bless ; 

Clothe them with zeal and righteousness ; 

Let many in the judgment day, 

Turn'd from the error of their way. 

Their hope, their joy, their crown, appear : — 

Save those who preach, and those who hear. 



HYMNS. 
99. MOSCOW. P. M. (8*8 & 7's.) 

LORD ! dismiss us with thy blessing ; 

So shall we depart in peace : 
Bread of life in thee possessing. 

Let our faith and love increase. 

Hallelujah. 

Fill each breast with consolation. 
Raise to thee our spirits raise ; 

When we reach yon blissful station. 
Then we'll give thee nobler praise. 

Hallelujah. 

» 

100. MAGDALEN. L. M. 

LORD, how delightful 'tis to see 
A whole assembly worship thee ! 
At once they sing, at once they pray. 
They hear of heav'n, and learn the way. 

I have been there, and still would go : 
Tis like a little heav'n below : 
Not all that careless sinners say. 
Shall tempt me to forget this day. 

write upon my mem'ry. Lord, 
The texts and doctrines of thy word ! 
That I may break thy laws no more. 
But love thee better than before. 

With thoughts of Christ, and things divine. 
Fill up this foolish heart of mine ; 
That finding pardon through his blood, 

1 may lie down, and wake with God. 



HYMNS. 

101. PRAISE. P. M. 

LORD of the church, we humbly pray 
For those who guide us in the way. 

And speak thy holy word ; 
With love divine their hearts inspire. 
And touch their lips with hallow'd fire» 

And needful grace afford 1 

Help them to preach the truth of God, 
Redemption through the Saviour's blood ; 

Nor let the Spirit cease 
On all the Church his gifts to shower ; 
To them a messenger of power. 

To us, of life and peace. 

So may they live to thee alone ; 

Then hear the welcome word — " Well done !" 

And take their crown above : 
Enter into their Master's joy. 
And all eternity employ 

In praise, and bliss, and love. 

102* S8HBR. p. M. (8*8 & 7'8.) 

LORD ! plant a principle within 

Of godly, jealous fear, 
A sensibility of sin, 

A pain to feel it near. 

That I from thee no more may part. 
No more thy goodness grieve ; 

The filial awe, the feeling heart. 
The deep compunction give. 

When to the right or left I stray. 
That moment. Lord ! reprove ; 

And let me weep my life away. 
Rather than vex thy love. 

Oh ! may the least omission pain 

My well instructed soul, 
ADd drive me to that grace again, 

Which makes the wouiided -wVkc^fe, 



HYMNS. 

103. TAMWORTH. P. M. (8, 7* 4.) 

LORD, refresh us with thy blessing. 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 

Let us each, thy love possessing. 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 

O refresh us, 
Trav'lling through this wilderness. 

Thanks we give, and adoration. 

For the gospel's joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of thy salvation 

In all our hearts and lives abound : 
May thy presence 

With us evermore be found. 

So whenever the signal's given. 

Us from earth to call away. 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven. 

Glad the summons to obey. 
May we ever 

Reign with Chiist in endless day. 

104* NEW SABBATH. L. M 

LO, round the throne, a glorious band. 
The saints, in countless myriads stand. 
Of ev'ry tongue redeem 'd to God, 
Array 'd in garments wash'd in blood. 

Through trials and distress they came : 
They bore the cross, despis'd the shame ; 
But now from all their labours rest. 
In God's eternal glory blest. 

They see the Saviour face to face ; 
They sing the triumphs of his grace ; 
And day and night with ceaseless praise. 
To him their loud hosannas raise. 

Oh, may we tread the sacred road. 
That holy saints and martyrs trod ; 
Wage to the end the g\or\o\x& b\.t\^e» 
And win, like them, a cro^n ot Vi^e. 



HYMNS. 

iOo, oxroRD. C. M. 

LORD! should we leave thy hallow'd feet. 

To whom could we repair ? 
Where else such holv comforts meet. 

A spring eternal there ? 

Unmingled joys 'tis thine to give. 

And undecaying peace ; 
For thou canst teach us so to live. 

That life shall never cease. 

Thou only canst the cheering words 

Of endless life supply ; 
Anointed of the Lord of Lords, 

The Son of God Most High. 

106. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

LORD, when we bend before thy throne. 

And our confessions pour. 
Teach us to feel the sins we own. 

And shun what we deplore. 

Our contrite spirits pitying see. 

And penitence impart ; 
And let a healing ray from thee 

Beam hope upon the heart. 

When our responsive tongues essay 

Their grateful songs to raise. 
Grant that our souls may join the lay. 

And rise to thee in praise. 

When we disclose our wants in pray'r. 

May we our wills resign ; 
And not a thought our bosoms share. 

Which is not wholly thine. 

In meek submission to thy will. 

Let ev'ry prayer arise ; 
And teach us. Lord, 'tis goodness still 

That grants it, or deme*. 



HYMNS. 

10/. WYCKHAM. P.M. (S's & 7*8, doublc.) 

LOVE divine, all " gifts excelling," 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down ! 
Fix in us thy happy dwelling, 

God's redeeming mercies crown : — 
Thou, O Israel's consolation ! 

Jesus, love divine thou art ; 
Visit us with thy salvation ; 

Enter thou the contrite heart. 

Breathe, O breathe, thy quickening spirit 

Into ev'ry troubled breast ; 
Let us all thy grace inherit. 

Find in thee the promis'd rest : 
Take from us all love of sinning. 

And our present Saviour be ; 
End of faith, as its beginning. 

Set our hearts at liberty. 

What from thee our souls can sever ? 

Source of life, to thee we cleave ; 
Come, abide with us, and never. 

Never more thy temples leave. 
Thee we would be always blessing. 

Glory in thy precious love. 
Serve thee, all thy claims confessing. 

Serve thee, as thine host above. 

Finish then our new creation ; 

Pure, unspotted may we be ; 
May we know thy full salvation. 

Perfectly renew'd by thee ; 
Living only to adore thee. 

Till in heav'n our song we raise. 
Till we cast our crowns before thee. 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise ! 



HYMNS. 

^ ^°« MOSCOW. P. M. (8. 7. 4.) 

MIGHTY God ! while angels bless thee. 

May a mortal sing thy name ! 
Lord of men, as well as angels. 

Earth and heav'n thy love proclaim. 

Hallelujah. Amen. 

Brightness of the Father's glory ! 

Should thy praise unutter'd lie ? 
Cease my tongue the guilty silence ; 

Sing the Lord who came to die. 

Hallelujah, &c. 

From the highest throne of glory. 

To the cross of deepest woe. 
All to ransom guilty captives ; — 
Flow, my praise, for ever flow. 

Hallelujah, &c. 

Join, ye ransom'd» to adore him. 
Lift your hearts and songs above ; 

Angels swell the sacred chorus. 
Join to sing the Saviour's love. 

Hallelujah, &c. 

1 09. angels' song. l. m. 

MY God ! and is thy table spread! 
And doth thy cup with love o'erflow ! 
Thither be all thy children led. 
And let them now thy goodness know. 

Hail, sacred feast, which Jesus makes. 
Memorial of his flesh and blood ; 
Blest, who with lively faith partakes - 
That sacred cup, that heav'nly food. 

In faith and love before thy face. 
With thankful hearts let all attend ; 
Nor when we leave this sacred place. 
The pleasure nor the profit end. 

That strength and energy afford 
Which Jcsos' blood a\oii^ c«ji ^n^\ 
That all who thus conf esa X\i»vt l^x^ 
if enceforth may to thy %\on ^^^^- 



HYMNS. 

110. SILOAM. C. M. 

MY God, my Father, blissful name ! 

O may I call thee mine ? 
May I with sweet assurance claim 

A portion so divine ? 

This only can my fears control. 

And bid my sorrows fly ; 
What harm can ever reach my soul 

Beneath my Father's eye ? 

Whatever thy sacred will ordains, 

O give me strength to bear ! 
And let me know my Father reigns. 

And trust his tender care. 

My God, my Father, be thy name 

My solace and my stay : 
O come and seal my humble claim. 

And drive my fears away. 

111. BELLBFIELD. C. M* 

MY times of sorrow and of joy, 

Great God, arc in thy hand ; 
My dearest comforts come from thee. 

And go at thy command. 

If thou shouldst take them all away. 

Yet would I not repine ; 
Before they were possessed by me. 

They were entirely thine. 

Nor would I drop a murm'riug word. 
Though the whole world were gone ; 

But seek enduring happiness 
In thee, and thee alone. 

Here perfect bliss can ne'er be found. 

The honey's mix'd with gall ; 
'Midst changing scenes and d^vu^Vevttw^, 

Be thoa my all in all. 
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112. SURREY. P. M. (6-8*8.) 

NO mediating saints I need. 

Nor works of men, nor purging fire ; 

One rosy drop from David's seed. 

Was worlds of seas, to quench thine ire ; 

O precious ransom ! which once paid. 

That " It is finished" was said ; 

And said by him that said no more. 

But seal'd it with his dying breath ; 

Thou then, that hast wash'd out my score. 

And dying wast the death of death. 

Be to me now, on thee I call. 

My life, my strength, my joy, my all. 



113. MADRID. p. M. (8-7*8.) 

OBJECT of my first desire, 
Jesus ! crucified for me ! 
All to happiness aspire ; 
I would seek it. Lord, in thee : 
Thee to see and thee to love. 
Is the joy of saints above : 
Thee to praise and thee to know. 
Make the bliss of saints below. 

Lord, it is not life to live. 
If thy presence thou deny ; 
Lord, if thou thy presence give, 
Tis no longer death to die : 
Source and giver of repose. 
Only from thy love it flows ; 
Peace and happiness are thine ; 
Mine they are, if thou atV. mine. 



HYMNS. 

114. LONDON NEW. C. M. 

FOR a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heav'nly frame, 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 

What peaceful hours I once enjoy 'd ! 

How sweet their memory still ! 
But they have left an aching void 

The world can never fill. 

Return, O holy Dove, return. 
Sweet messenger of rest ; 

1 hate the sins £at made thee mourn. 

And drove thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be. 
Help me to tear it from thy throne. 

And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with God ; 

Calm and serene my frame ; 
So purer light shall mark the road 

That leads me to the Lamb. 

115* LONDON NEW. C. M. 

O FOR a heart to praise my Grod, 

A heart from sin set free ! 
A heart that*s sprinkled with the blood 

So freely shed for me. 

A heart resign*d, submissive, meek. 

My great Redeemer's throne ; 
Where only Christ is heard to speak. 

Where Jesus reigns alone. 

A heart in ev'ry thought renew'd. 

And fiird with love divine ; 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 

A copy. Lord, of thine. 

Thy nature, gracious Lot^, \TXi^^8kXV\ 

Come quickly from aboNe \ 
Write thy new name upoii xa^ \vewX.» 
Thy new, best name oi \oNe. 



HYMNS. 

116. ROSS. P. M, 

OFT in danger, oft in woe. 
Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
Bear the toil, maintain the strife. 
Strengthened with the bread of life. 

Let your drooping hearts be glad ; 
March, in heav'nly armour clad ; 
Fight, nor think the battle long. 
Soon shall victory wake your song. 

Let not sorrow dim your eye. 
Soon shall ev'ry tear be dry ; 
Let not fear your course impede. 
Great your strength, if great your need. 

Onward, then, to glory move ; 
More than conqu'rors you shall prove ; 
Though oppos'd by many a foe. 
Christian soldiers, onward go ! 

117. CROWLE. c. M. 

O GOD, the refuge of my soul. 

On thee, when sorrows rise. 
And gloomy waves of trouble roll. 

My trembling hope relies. 

To thee I tell each rising grief. 

For thou alone canst heal ; 
Thy presence gives a sure relief 

For ev*ry pain I feel. 

Thou, Lord, hast bid me seek thy face. 

And I in faith draw nigh : 
Though most unworthy of thy grace. 

Yet, Lord, accept my cry. 

Thou waitest to be gracious still ; 

And, near thy mercy-seat, 
O let my soul attend thy will. 
And bow before thy feet. 



HYMNS. 



118. NEW COURT. 



l: 



O ! HAPPY day, that fii'd my choice. 
On thee, my Saviour, and my Grod I 
Well may this thankful heart rejoice. 
And tell thy goodness all abroad. 

O ! happy bond, that seals my vows. 
To him, who merits all my love ! 
Let cheerful anthems fill his house. 
While to his sacred throne I move. 

Now rest, my once divided heart, 
Fix'd on its blissful centre rest : 
With worldly husks I freely part. 
While caird on angels' bread to feast. 

High heav'n, that heard the solemn vow. 
That vow renew'd shall daily hear. 
Till in life's latest hour I bow. 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 

119. MANCHESTER. C. M« 

LORD ! I would delight in thee. 
And on thy care depend : 

To thee in ev'ry trouble flee. 
My best and only friend ! 

When all created streams are dried. 

Thy goodness is the same ; 
May I with this be satisfied. 

And glory in thy name. 

Why should the soul a drop bemoan. 

Who has a fountain near ; 
A fountain which will ever run. 

With waters sweet and clear. 

No good in creatures can be found. 
But may be found in thee : 

1 must have all things, and abound. 

If God be God to me. 



HYMNS. 

1 20. BEDFORD. C. M. 

O LORD, my best desires fulfil. 

And help me to resign 
Jjife, health, and comfort, to thy will. 

And make thy pleasures mine ! 

Why should I shrink at thy command. 

Whose love forbids my fears ? 
Or tremble at thy gracious hand. 

That wipes away my tears ? 

No, let me rather freely yield 

What most I prize to thee. 
Who never hast a good withheld. 

Nor wilt withhold from me. 

Thy favour all my journey through 

Thou art engag'd to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 

Tis better still to want. 

121. BISHOPTHORPE. CM. 

O LORD, our languid souls inspire : 

Thy presence now display ; 
As thou hast giv'n a place for pray'r. 

So give us hearts to pray. 

Within these walls let holy peace. 

And love, and concord dwell : 
Here give the troubled conscience ease. 

The wounded spirit heal. 

In faith let all receive the Word, 

In faith pour out our prayers ; 
And in thy presence, gracious Lord, 

Unburden all our cares. 



HYMNS. 

122 ETON. P. M. (6-8*8.) 

O THAT the Comforter would come ! 
Not visit as a transient guest. 
But fix in us his constant home. 
And keep possession of each breast. 
And make our souls his lov'd abode. 
The temples of a holy God. 



123. 



BATH. C; M. 



O THOU in whom thy saints are one. 

Permit us now to see. 
In this short hour of pray'r and praise, 

A glimpse of heav'n and thee. 

Whilst with one heart and one desire. 

Low at thy feet we kneel, 
P/^arm our hearts with heav'nly love, 
^ ' And all thy grace reveal. 

Thy gracious presence. Lord, alone 
Can make our worship blest. 

Drive from our thoughts a vexing world. 
And lay our griefs to rest. 

Descend and bless our weary souls. 

And meet us as thine own ; 
Are we not one with those who sing 

Around thy glorious throne ? 

Then grant, O Lord of pow'r and grace. 

To us it may be giv'n. 
To meet thee in thy house on earth. 

And see thy face in heav'n. 



HYMNS. 

134. MOUNT CALVARY. C. M. 

O THOU from whom all goodness flows, 

I lift my heart to thee ; 
In all my conflicts, pain, and woes. 

Good Lord, remember me. 

When on my fearful, burden'd heart. 

My sins press heavily ; 
Thy pardon grant, thy peace impart : 

Good Lord, remember me. 

If strong temptations crowd my way. 

And ills I cannot flee ; 
Let strength be equal to my day : 

Good Lord, remember me. 

When in the solemn hour of death 

I bow to thy decree. 
Be this the pray'r of my last breath. 

Good Lord, remember me ! 

125. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

OUR Father sits on yonder throne. 

Amidst the hosts above : 
He reigns throughout the world alone. 

He reigns the God of love. 

He knew us, when we knew him not. 

Was with us, though unseen ; 
His favours come to us unsought. 

His love has wondrous been. 

He gives us hope that we shall be 

Ere long with him above ; 
That we shall there his glory see. 

And celebrate his love. 

Then let us, while we dwell below. 

Obey our Father's voice ; 
To all his will with meekness bow. 

And in his name rejoice. 



HYMNS. 

26. 8T. Philip's. l. m. 

OUR spirits join t' adore the Lamb ; 
O that our feeble lips could move 
In streams immortal as his name. 
And melting as his dying love ! 

Was ever equal pity found ? 
The Prince of heav'n resigns his breath ; 
His precious blood bedews the ground. 
To ransom guilty worms from death. 

We sinners broke our Maker's law ; 
He from the threatening sets us free. 
Bears the full vengeance on his cross. 
And nails the curses to the tree. 

Here we would wash our deepest stains. 
And heal our wounds with heav'nly blood : 
Bless'd fountain ! springing from the veins 
Of Jesus, our incarnate God. 

.27* NBW SABBATH. L. M. 

PRAISE to the Lord, who left the sky. 
Where thrones and pow'rs his word obey ; 
And laid his awful glory by. 
To dwell with us in mortal clay. 

With us he bore the tempter's strife. 
And all the woe that sin hath wrought ; 
Yet brightly through his spotless life. 
Display the sacred truths he taught. 

A friend and brother's name he gave 
To those he suflfer'd to redeem ; 
He rose to glory from the grave. 
As we shall rise to reign with him. 

The Holy Spirit leads us on. 
Where he our great example trod ; 
And, through his righteousness &loTi«, 
We come with humble fa\t\v to Cj^o^. 



HYMNS. 

128. w. David's. c. m. 

POUR down thy Spirit, gracious Lord, 

On all assembled here ; 
May we receive th' engrafted word 

With meekness, and with fear. 

Through faith in thee the soul receiyes 

New life, though dead before ; 
And he who in thy name believes. 

Shall live, to die no more. 

Preserve the power of faith alive 

In those who fear thy name ; 
For sin and Satan daily strive 

To quench the sacred flame. 

To thee we look, to thee we bow. 

On thee for help we call ; 
Our life and resurrection thoa ; 

Our hope, oar joy, oar all. 

1 29* PORTSMOUTH NBW. P. M. (4-6*8 & 2-8*8.) 

REJOICE ! the Lord is King ! 

Your Lord and King adore ; 

His glorious conquests sing ; 

And triumph evermore. 
Lift up the heart, lift up the voice. 
Rejoice, ye saints of Grod, rejoiee. 

He sits at God's right hand. 
Till all his foes submit 
And bow to his command. 
Or fall beneath his feet. 

Lift up, &c. 

Rejoice ! the Lord will come 
Triumphant from the skies ; 
And glorious from the tomb 
Shall all his saints arise. 
We soon shall hear th' aichangel's voice : 
The trump of God shall 80\uid ** ^«^q\^«. 
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HYMNS. 



130. 8T. PBTBR. P, M. 

ROCK of ages, clefl for me. 

Let me hide myself in thee ! 

Let the water and the blood 

From thy riven side which flow'd. 

Be of sin the double cure. 

Cleanse me from its guilt and pow'r. 

Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil the law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know. 
Could my tears for ever flow. 
All for sin could not atone : 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 

Nothing in my hand I bring. 
Simply to thy cross I cling ; 
Helpless, look to thee for grace. 
Guilty, plead thy righteousness : 
Vile, I to the Fountain fly. 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die. 

While I draw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyelids close in death. 
When I soar through tracts unknown. 
When I see the judgment throne. 
Rock of ages, cleft for me. 
Let me hide myself in thee. 
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HYMNS. 



ASHLBY. C. 



SALVATION r Oh the joyful sound. 

What pleasure to our ears ! 
A sov'reign balm for cv'ry wound, 

A cordial for our fears. 
Chorus, — Glory, honour, praise, and power. 
Be unto the Lamb for ever ; 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer ; 
Hallelujah ! praise ye the Lord. 

Salvation ! let the echo fly 

The spacious earth around ; 
While all the armies of the sky 

Shall join to raise the sound* 

Glory, honour, &c. 

Salvation ! oh redeeming Lord ! 

To thee the praise belongs : 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts. 

And animate our songs. 

Glory, honour^ &c. 

132. WARSAW. F. M. (4-7*8.) 

SAVIOUR, Lord, we look to thee. 
Let us in thy name agree : 
Each to each unite, endear. 
Come, and spread thy banner here ! 

Let us for each other care. 
Each the other's burden bear. 
To thy church the pattern give> 
Shew how true believers live. 

Free from anger and from pride. 
Let us thus in God abide ; 
All the depths of love express. 
All the heights of holiness. 

Let us then with joy remove 
To the family above : 
On the wings of angels ^7 y 
Shew how true believers d\e* 



HYMNS. 



1 33. WTCKBAM. P. M. (8 & 7» double.) 

SAVIOUR ! through the desert lead us. 

Without thee we cannot go ; 
Thou from cruel chains hast freed us. 

Thou hast laid the tyrant low : 
Let thy presence 

Cheer us all our journey through. 

With a price thy love has bought us. 
Saviour ! what a love is thine ! 

Hitherto thy pow'r has brought us : 
Pow'r and love in thee combine : 

Lord of glory. 
Ever on thme Israel shine. 

Through a desert waste and cheerless. 
Though our destin*d journey lie. 

Rendered by thy presence fearless. 
We may ev'ry foe defy ; 
Nought shall move us. 
While we see our Saviour nigh. 

When we halt, no track discov'ring. 

Fearful lest we go astray. 
O'er our path thy pillar hov'ring. 

Fire by night and cloud by day. 
Shall direct us ; 

Thus we shall not miss our way. 
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HYMNS. 



134. FRAMLINGHAM. P. M. (8 7'sJ) 

SAVIOUR ! when in dust to thee 
Low we bow th' adoring knee. 
When repentant to the skies. 
Scarce we raise our streaming eyes, — 
Oh ! by all the pains and woe, 
Suffer'd once for man below. 
Bending from thy throne on high. 
Hear our solemn litany. 

By thy helpless infant years. 
By thy life of wants and tears. 
By the days of sore distress. 
In the savage wilderness, — 
By the dread permitted hoar 
Of th' insulting tempter's pow'r, — 
Tom, O turn a pitying eye. 
Hear our solemn litany ! 

By the sacred griefs that wept 
O'er the grave where Lazarus slept, — 
By the boding tears that flow'd 
Over Salem's lov'd abode, — 
By the anguish'd tear that told 
Treach'ry lurk'd within thy fold, — 
From thy seat above the sky. 
Hear our solemn litany. 



HYMNS. 

135. BATH ABBEY. P.M. (8-7'8.) 

SEE the haven full in view ! 

Love divine shall bear thee through : 

Trust to that propitious gale ; 

Weigh thine anchor* spread thy sail ; 

Saints in glory perfect made. 

Wait thy passage through the shade ; 

Ardent for thy coming o'er. 

See they throng the blissful shore. 

Mount, their transports to improve. 
Join the longing choir above ; 
Sviriftly to their wish be given ; 
Kindle higher joy in heaven. 
Such the prospects that arise 
To the dying Christian's eyes ! 
Such the glorious vista faith 
Opens through the shades of death. 

136. BRADING. L. M. 

SHEPHERD of Israel, thou didst lead 
Thy chosen flock the desert through ; 
And from between the cherubim 
Thy mercy and thy favour shew. 

And though their sins provok*d thee oft 
To give them to their foes a prey. 
Yet didst thou, for thy mercy's sake. 
As often turn thy wrath away. 

And now for ages they have been 
Cast out and banish'd from thy sight ; 
Wand'ring through all the earth, as those 
In whom thou hast no more delight. 

Yet is thy word of promise sure. 
That they again shall be restor'd. 
And with the Gentile church unite 
To worship and to serve the Lord. 

Our faith in expectation wa\\.& 

To see that glorious raoTnin^ xvae \ 

O bid the shadows flee awa^ , 

And satisfy our longing e^es. 



HYMNS. 

137* FALCON 8TRBBT. 8. M. 

SOLDIERS of Christ, arise. 
And put your armour on ; 
Strong in the strength which God supplies 
Through his eternal Son. 

Strong in the Lord of hosts. 
And in his mighty pow'r ; 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts. 
Is more than conqueror. 

From strength to strength go on ; 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray ; 
Tread all the pow'rs of darkness dowuy 
And win the well-fought day. 

Then having all things done. 
And ev'ry conflict past. 
Ye shall behold the vict'ry won. 
And gain your crown at last. 

138. BATH ABBEY. ]^ M. (8-7'8.) 

SOURCE of light and pow'r divine. 
Deign upon thy truth to shine I 
Lord, behold tny servant stands, 
Lo, to thee he lifts his hands ; 
Satisfy his soul's desire. 
Touch his lip with holy fire ! 
Source of light and pow'r divine. 
Deign upon thy truth to shine ! 

Breathe thy Spirit ! so shall fall 
Unction sweet upon us all ; 
Till by odours scatter'd round, 
Christ himself be trac'd and found. 
Then shall ev*ry raptur'd heart 
Rich in peace and joy depart. 
Source of light and pow'r divine. 
Deign upon thy trutli to aVvntX 



HYMNS. 



139. WARRINGTON. L. M. 

SPIRIT of God ! on thee we call, 
O hear us, and thy gifts impart ; 
Lamenting, penitent, we fall, — 
Descend into our inmost heart. 

Our own best efforts are all vain ; 
Spirit of mercy, set us free ; 
Captive to sin we shall remain. 
Till we are sanctified by thee. 

In time of wealth, protecting pow'r. 
From pride and worldly snares defend ; 
And in affliction's keenest hour. 
Be thou our Comforter and Friend. 

Vouchsafe to lend a gracious ear ; 
And quickly come, thou heav'nly guest ! 
Come, and abide for ever here ; — 
Thy temple is the Christian's breast. 



140. HORSLBT. L. M. 

SPIRIT of mercy, truth, and love! 
Shed thy sweet influence from above. 
And still from age to age convey 
The wonders of this sacred day. 

In ev'ry clime, by ev'ry tongue. 
Be God's amazing glory sung ; 
Through all the list'ning earth be taught 
The acts our ris*n Redeemer wrought. 

Unfailing comfort ! heav'nly guide ! 
Still o'er thy favour'd Church preside ; 
Still may mankind thy blessings prove^ 
Spirit of mercy, truth, and love. 



HYMNS. 

141. DBVIZSe. C. M. 

SWEET is the confidence of faith. 
That trasts God's firm decrees ; 

Sweet to lie passive in his hand. 
And know no will but his. 

Sweet to rejoice in lively hope. 
That when my change shall come. 

Angels will hover round my bed. 
And waft my spirit home. 

There shall my dis-imprison'd soul 

View Jesus, and adore ; 
Be with his likeness satisfied. 

And grieve and sin no more« 

Soon too my slumb'ring dust shall hear 
The trumpet's quick'ning sound ; 

And by my Saviour's pow*r rebuilt. 
At his right hand be found, 

142. MACEDONIA. P. M. (8 & 70 

SWEET the moments, rich in blessing. 
Which before the cross I spend ; 

Life, and health, and peace possessing 
From the sinner*s dying friend. 

Here I'd sit for ever viewing 

Mercy's streams, in streams of blood ; 

Precious drops my soul bedewing. 
Plead and claim my peace with God. 

Love and grief my heart dividing. 
Gazing here I'd spend my breath ; 

Constant still in faith abiding. 
Life deriving from his death. 

Lord, in endless contemplation. 
Make me view thy love divine ; 

Till I taste thy whole salvation. 
Where unveil'd thy g\onea B\i\Tit. 



HYMNS. 



143. BYWOOD. P. M. 

THAT holy rite, that solemn vow, . 
May we its heav'nly influence know. 

Born from above^ and kept^ and blest : 
So pass'd thy people through the flood ; 
So, guided by the shadowing cloud. 

They gain d the promised Canaan's rest. 

Baptiz'd into the Saviour^s death. 
Oh may we die to all beneath. 

And live henceforth to him alone : 
Serve him with zeal and patience here. 
And wait till he, our life, appear. 

And raise us to a heav'nly throne. 



144, CARLISLE. 8. If. 

THAT we may walk with (5od, 
He forms our hearts anew ; 
Takes us, like Ephraim, by the hand. 
And teaches us to go. 

He by his Spirit leads. 
In paths before unknown ; 
The work to be perform'd is ours. 
The strength is all his own. 

Assisted by his grace. 
We still pursue our way ; 
And hope at last to reach the prize. 
Secure in endless day. 

Tis he that works to will, 
'Tis he that works to do ; 
His is the pow'r by which we act. 
His be the glory too. 



HYMNS. 

145. BODDINGTON. L. M. 

THE cross^ the cross, O that's my gain ! 
Because on that the Lamb was slain ; 
Twas there my Lord was crucified, 
Twas there my Saviour for me died. 

Here will I stay and gaze awhile 
Upon the Friend of sinners vile ; 
Abas*d I view what I have done 
To God*s eternal, gracious Son. 

Here I behold as in a glass, 
God's glory with unveiled face ; 
And by beholding, I shall be 
Made like to him who loved me. 

Here doth the Lord of life proclaim 
To all the world his saving name : 
Repenting souls, in him believe ; 
Ye wounded, look on him, and live. 

1 46. WESTMORLAND. P. M. (4-6*8 & 2-8*8.) 

THE happy mom is come : 

Triumphant o'er the grave. 

The Saviour leaves the tomb. 

Omnipotent to save : 
Captivity is captive led. 
For Jesus liveth, who was dead. 

Who now accuseth them 

For whom their Surety died ? 

Who shall their souls condemn 

Whom God hath justified? 
Captivity is captive led. 
For Jesus liveth, who was dead. 

Christ hath the ransom paid ! 
The glorious work is done ; 
On him our help is laid ; 
By him our vict'ry vjoii •. 
Captivity is captive led. 
For Jesus liveth, vrlio 'waa de^^. 



HYMNS. 



147* LEBBEU8. D. L. M. 

THE hour of my departure's come ; 
I hear the voice that calls me home ; 
At last, O Lord ! let trouble cease. 
And let thy servant die in peace. 
The race appointed I have run ; 
The combat's o'er, the prize is won; 
And now my witness is on high. 
And now my record's in the sky. 

Not in mine innocence I trust ; 
I bow before thee in the dust : 
And through my Saviour's blood alone 
I look for mercy at thy throne. 
I leave the world without a tear. 
Save for the friends I held so dear ; 
To heal their sorrows. Lord, descend. 
And to the friendless prove a friend. 

I come, I come at thy command, 
I give my spirit to thy hand ; 
Stretch forth thine everlasting arms. 
And shield me in the last alarms. 
The hour of my departure's come ; 
I hear the voice that calls me home : 
Now, O my Grod ! let trouble cease. 
Now let thy servant die in peace. 
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148 WARWICK. C. M. 

THE Lord is come; let heaveu rejoice ; 

Let earth receiTe her King; 
Angels rejoice with taneful Toice, 

And ey*ry creature sing. 

Joy to the earth; the Saviour reigns; 

Let praise our tongues employ ; 
While seas and shores, rocks, hills and plains. 

Repeat the notes of joy. 

No more let sin and sorrow grow. 

Nor thorns infest the ground ; 
He comes to make his blessings flow. 

Where'er the curse is found. 

He rules the world with truth and grace. 

And bids the nations prove 
The glories of his righteousness. 

The wonders of bis love. 

149. BRADIN6. L. M. 

THE Pastor's voice we lov'd to hear. 
But often heard, alas, in vain. 
In hallow'd words of praise and prayer. 
Will never bless our ear again ! 

Oh let us dwell with solemn thought 
On all the words of truth he gave ; 
The lesson to the heart is brought. 
When sorrow muses o'er the grave. 

O Saviour, from thy holy hill 
Regard our wants, and hear our cry : 
Thou art our Guide and Shepherd still. 
Though earthly pastors fall and die. 

When thou didst bid thy flock farewell. 
Thy love could make their sorrows cease : 
The Spirit came with them to dwell ; 
The messenger of tiatli aud i^e^e. 



HYMNS. 

150* MIEIAM. 8. M. 

THE path to glory lies 
Through conflict and distress ; 
But joyfiil we at lengtii shall rise. 
The kingdom to possess. 

^Tis needful that we bear 
Our Father's rod of love ; 
We pass through great afliiction here. 
To fit for heaven above. 

We learn his will divine 
Beneath his chast'ning rod ; 
It purifies the soul from sin. 
And brings us near to God, 

Then, patient, we'll sustain 
The burdens of the day ; 
And wait till sorrow, toil, and pain. 
Shall all be done away. 

151. MARTYRDOM. CM. 

THERE is a fountain fiU'd with blood. 
Drawn from Immanuel's veins. 

And sinners, plung'd beneath that flood. 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The dying thief rejoic'd to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there would I, defil'd as he. 

Wash all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its pow'r. 
Till all the ransomed church of God 

Be sav*d, to sin no more. 

Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 

I'll sing thy pow'r to save. 
When this poor lisping, stamm'ring tongue. 

Lies silent in the grave. 



HYMNS. 

152. ST. faith's. d. c. m. 

THERE is a land of pure delight. 

Where saints immortal reign ; 
Eternal day excludes the night. 

And pleasures hanish pain. 
There everlasting spring abides. 

And never fading flowers : 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

That heavenly land from ours. 

Oh, could we all our doubts remote, — 

Those gloomy doubts that rise ; 
And see die Canaan that we love 

With faith's unclouded eyes : 
Could we but stand where Moses stood. 

And view the landscape o'er. 
Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood. 

Shall fright us from the shore. 

153. IRISH. C. M. 

THE saints on earth and those above 

But one communion make; 
Join'd to the Lord in bonds of love 

All of his grace partake. 

One family we dwell in Him, 

One church above, beneath. 
Though now divided by the stream. 

The narrow stream of death. 

One army of the living God, 

To his command we bow ; 
Part of the host have cross'd the flood. 

And part are crossing now. 

Lord Jesus ! be our constant guide ! 

Then, when the word is given. 
Bid death's cold flood its waves divide. 

And land us safe in heaven. 



HYMNS. 

154. ST. Philip's. l. w. 

THE Saviour lives, no more to die: 
He lives, the Lord enthron*d on high; 
He lives, triamphant o'er the grave : 
He lives, eternally to save ! 

He lives, to still his servants' fears : 
He lives, to wipe away their tears : 
He lives, their mansions to prepare : 
He lives, to bring them safely there. 

Ye mourning souls, dry up your tears : 
Dismiss your gloomy doubts and fears : 
And let your htorts, assur'd, revive. 
For Christ the Lord is yet alive ! 

His saints he loves, and never leaves. 
All contrite sinners he receives : 
Abundant grace will he afford. 
Till all are present with the Lord ! 

155. BBLLBFIBLD. CM. 

THE Saviour! oh what endless charms 

Dwell in the blissful sound ! 
Its influence ev'ry fear disarms. 

And spreads sweet comfort round. 

God*s only Son (stupendous grace) 

Forsook his throne above. 
And swift, to save oar wretched race. 

He flew on wings of love. 

Th' almighty Former of the skies 

Stoop'd to our vile abode ; 
"Which angels viewed with wond'ring eyes. 

And hail'd th' incarnate God. 

O the rich depths of love divine ! 

Of bliss a boundless store! 
Blest Saviour, let me caW VYift^ tcwyga, — 

I cannot wish for mote. 

8 2 



HYMNS. 

156. ST. JAMBS. CM. 

THE Sun of Righteousness appears 
To set in blood no more : ^ 

The lights which scatters all your fea s. 
Your rising God adore. 

The saints, when he resigned his breath, 

Unclos'd their sleeping eyes ; 
He breaks again the bands of death. 

Again the dead arise. 

Alone the dreadful race he ran. 

Alone the wine-press trod ; 
He groans, he dies, behold the man! 

He lives, behold the God ! 

In vain the stone, the watch, the seal. 

Forbid the Saviour's rise ; 
He breaks the gates of death and hell. 

And opens Paradise. 

157. DBVIZBS. 0. M. 

THE year rolls round, and steals away 

The breath that first it gave ; 
Whate'er we do, where'er we be. 

We're trav'lling to the grave. 

Great God, on what a slender thread 

Hang everlasting things ! 
Th' eternal states of all Uie dead 

Upon life's feeble strings ! 

Infinite joy or endless woe 

Attends on ev*ry breath ; 
And yet how unconcerned we go 

Upon the brink of death. 

Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense 

To walk this dangerous road ; 
And if our souls are hurried hence. 

May they be found wVVXv Oo^. 



HYMNS. 

58. ST* dunstan's. l. h. 

THIS is the day the Lord hath blest. 
The day to us in mercy giv'n. 
The holy sabbath of his rest. 
The pledge and type of rest in h«ay*n. 

This day within thy courts, O Lord, 
Thy saints delight to seek thy face. 
To sing thy praises, hear thy word. 
Unfold their wants, and taste thy grace. 

May we the blest assembly join. 
To God devote this sacred day. 
Our earthly cares and thoughts resign. 
Look up to heav'n, and learn the way. 

May we, by ev'ry sabbath, grow 
In grace, humility, and love ; 
Thus by thy holy rest below. 
Made fitter for thy rest above. 

[69. ETON. P. M. 

THOU Friend of sinners ! who hast bought 
Our freedom with thy precious blood; 
Whose grace my wand'ring feet hath sought 
To bring me to the fold of God: 
My sins forgive, my fears remove, 
Aud fill my grateful heart with love. 

Thee let my ardent soul pursue ; 
To thee with fervent love aspire ; 
Oh, may thy Spirit still renew 
Within my heart that heav'nly fire ! 
And ever prompt my jealous care 
To guard the sacred treasure there. 

In sufiTring, be thy love my peace ; 

In weakness, be thy love my power ; 

And when this mortal life shoW c^^a^ 

BleBB with thy love my \ates.\.\iOMx-. 

My strength in life,— that thoxx ^o«»t ^^«^\ 

My hope in death,— that thow \i»a?c ^^'^^^ 



HYMNS. 

160. CANADA. P. M. (6-8*3.) 

THOU hidden love of God, whose height. 

Whose depth unfathom'd no roan knows ; 

I see from far thy beauteous light, 

I only sigh for thy repose ; 

My heart is pain'd, nor can it be 

At rest, till it finds rest in thee. 

Is there a thing beneath the sun. 
That strives with thee my heart to share. 
Ah, tear it thence, and reign alone. 
The Lord of ev*ry motion there ! 
Then shall my heart from earth be free. 
When it hath found repose in thee. 

161« NEW SABBATH. L. M • 

THOU Lamb of God, thou Prince of Peace, 
For thee my thirsty soul doth pine ; 
My longing heart implores thy grace, 
O may I in thy likeness shine I 

Close by thy side still may I keep, 
Howe'er life's various currents flow : 
With stedfast eye mark every step. 
And follow thee where'er thou go. 

Thou, Lord, the dreadful fight hast won. 
Alone thou hast the wine-press trod ; 
In me thy strength'ning pow'r be shown, 

may I conquer through thy blood ! 

So when on Zion thou shalt stand. 
And all heaven's host adore their IGng, 

1 shall be found at thy light hand. 
And sav'd by grace, my g\om% «vg^%« 



J3. BKSCOK. F. M. ^'tk 7's.) 

THROUGH the day thy love has tpu'i as. 

Now we lay as down to rest. 
Through the aileat watches guard ns. 

Let DO foe our peace molest; 
JeauB : thou our guardian be. 
Sweet it is to trust in thee. 

Filgiims here on earth, and strangers 

Dwelling in the midst of foes. 
Us and ours preserve from dangers. 

In thine arms may we repose 1 
And when life's sail day is past. 
Rest with thee in heav'n at last. 



THUS far my God hath led me on. 
And made his truth and mercy known ; 
My hopes and feara alternate rise. 
And comforts mingle with my sighs. 

Temptations every where annoy ; 
And sins and snares my peace destroy ; 
My earthly joys are from me torn. 
And oft an absent God I mourn. 

Is this, dear Lord, that thorny road. 
Which leads me to the mount of God? 
Are these the toils my people know. 
While in the wilderness belowi 

'TIS even so ; thy faithful love 
Doth all thy children's graces prove; 
lla thus our pride and self most fall. 
Hut Jesus may be all la all. 



164. 



HYMNS. 



WELLS. C. M. 



THY sacred influence. Lord, we need. 

To form our hearts anew ; 
O cleanse our souls from ev'ry sin. 

And thy salvation shew. 

Father of light ! thy Spirit grant 
To guide our doubtful way ; 

Thy truth shall banish ev'ry cloud. 
And make a glorious day. 

Supported by thy heay'nly aid. 

We may perform thy will ; 
Thr grace shall make each burden light. 

And every murmur still. 

By thee sustain'd, we'll fearless tread 
The gloomy paths of death ; 

And in the hope of heav'nly bliss. 
Resign to thee our breath. 



165. 



WARBBAM. L. M. 



THY ways, O Lord, with wise design. 
Art fram'd upon thy throne above. 
And every dark or bending line. 
Meets in the centre of thy love. 

With feeble light, and half obscure. 
Poor mortals thy arrangements view. 
Not knowing that the least are sure. 
The most mysterious, just and true. 

My favour'd soul shall meekly learn 
To lay her reason at thy throne ; 
Too weak thy secrets to discern, 
rH traat thee for my guide aXoxve. 



HYMNS. 

166. FARHNAM. P. M. (4-6's & 2-8'8.) 

TO God the Father yield 
Immortal praise and love. 
For all our comforts here 
And better hopes above : 

He sent his own 

Eternal Son 

To die for man. 

By sin undone. 

To God th* Eternal Son 
Let praise immortal flow. 
Who bought us with his blood 
From everlasting woe : 

And now on high 

He lives and reigns. 

And sees the fruit 

Of all his pains. 

To God the Holy Ghost 
Immortal honours give. 
Whose new-creating pow'r 
Makes the dead sinner live : 

His work completes 

The great design. 

And fills the soul 

With joy divine. 

Immortal praise to thee 
O Father, Spirit, Son ; 
The sacred persons three. 
The power and Godhead one :— 

Where reason fails 

With all her pow'rs. 

There faith prevails. 

And love adores. 



HYMNS. 

167- TRiCHiNOPOLT. P. M. (7*8 & 6*8, doable.) 

TO the haven of thy breast, 

O Son of man, I fly ! 
Be my refuge and my rest 

Whenever the storm is high ; 
Save me from the furious blast, 

A covert from the tempest be ; 
Hide me. Saviour, till o'erpast 

The storm of sin I see. 

First and last, in me perform 

The work thou hast begun ; 
Be my shelter from the storm. 

My shadow from the sun. 
Sprinkle still the mercy-seat. 

And make thy Father's goodness known , 
Screen me, Jesus, from the heat 

And terror of his frowh. 

Let thy merit, as a cloud. 

Still interpose between ; 
Plead th' atonement of thy blood. 

Which satisfies for sin : 
Weary, parch'd with thirst, and faint. 

Till thou th' abiding Spirit breathe, 
Ev'ry moment, Lord> I want 

The merit of thv death. 

Never shall I want it less. 

Though thou the grace hast giv'n, 
Cloth'd me with thy righteousness. 

And seal'd my soul for heav*n. 
I shall hang upon my God 

Till I thy perfect glory see. 
Till the sprinkling of thy blood 

Hath spoke me up to thee. 



HYMNS. 

1 68. ROSS, P. M. 

TO thy temple I repair ; 
Lord, I love to worship there. 
When within the vail I meet 
Christ upon the mercy seat. 

Thou, through him, art reconcil'd ; 
I, through him, become thy child : 
Abba ! Father ! give me grace 
In thy courts to seek thy face. 

While thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon in thy name ; 
Through their voice, by faith may I 
Hear thee speaking from the sky. 

From thy house when I return. 
May my breast within me bum ; 
And at ev'ning let me say* 
" I have walk'd with God to-day." 

lo9. LEBBBUS. D. L. M. 

VISIT, Lord, thy habitation. 
Breathe thy peace on all therein ; 
Peace, the foretaste of salvation. 
Peace, the seal of cancell'd sin. 
Now, thy love-inspiring Spirit 
Shed on ev'ry heart abroad ; 
Raise, through thy imputed merit. 
Slaves of sin, to sons of God. 

Prince of Peace, while thou art near us. 
Fix in all our hearts thy home ; 
In this sweet communion cheer us ; 
Quickly let thy kingdom come. 
Answer all our expectation. 
Give our raptur'd souls to prove. 
Strong, abiding consolation, 
Heav'niy, everlasting \oNe. 



HYMNS. 

170. HOBBLBT. L. M. 

WE need not bid, for cloi8ter*d cell. 
Our neighbour and our work farewell ; 
Nor strive to wind ourselves too high 
For sinful man beyond the sky. 

The trivial round, the common task. 
Would furnish all we ought to ask ; 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 
To bring us, daily, nearer God. 

Seek we no more — content with these. 
Let present rapture, comfort, ease. 
As God shall bid them, come and go : 
The secret this of rest below. 

Only, O Lord, in thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us this and every day. 
To live more nearly as we pray. 

171. BANOOB. L. M. 

"WE'VE no abiding city here :" 
Sad truth, were this to be our home ; 
But let the thought our spirits cheer. 
We seek a city yet to come. 

•'We've no abiding city here :" 
We seek a city out of sight ; 
Zion's its name, the Lord is there. 
It shines with everlasting light. 

Oh, sweet abode of peace and love. 
Where pilgrims, freed from toil, are blest ! 
Had I the pinions of the dove, 
I'd fly to thee, and be at rest. 

But hush, my soul, nor dare repine. 
The time my God appoints is best ; 
While here to do his will be mine. 
And his to fix my lime of le^V. 



HYMNS. 

172. ST. bbnb't. p. m. (6-8*8:) 

WHAT must it be to dwell above 
At God's rigbt hand, where Jesus reigns. 
Since the sweet earnest of his love 
O'erwhelms us on these dreary plains ! 
No heart can think, no tongue explain 
What bliss it is with Christ to reign. 

When sin no more obstructs our sight. 
When sorrow pains our heart no more. 
How shall we view the Prince of Light, 
And all his works of grace explore ! 
What heights and depths of love divine 
Will there through endless ages shine 1 

This is the heav'n I long to know ; 
For this, with patience, I would wait» 
Till wean'd from earth, and all below, 
I mount to my celestial seat. 
And wave my palm, and wear my crown. 
And with the elders cast me down. 

173. JOB. L. M. 

WHAT tongue can tell, what fancy paint. 
The joys that fill th' enraptur'd saint. 
When mix'd with heav'n's triumphant throng. 
He shares their bliss, and swells their song ? 

He feels no pain, he fears no want. 
His portion all tiiat God can grant ; 
To see the Saviour as he is ; 
And dwell in heav'n with him and his. 

His love so cold, so mix*d before. 
In heav'n is cold and mix'd no more ; 
It gains the region whence it came. 
And lives a pure eternal flame. 

O may I reach that bless'd abode. 
Where saints obtain their rest vn ^o^\ 
For tbia, let ev'ry conBict Yicie, 
Ab nothing in my sight appear. 



HYMNS. 

174. AKOBLS' 8ONO. L. M. 

WHAT yarioas lundrances we meet^ 
In coming to thy mercy- seat : 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer. 
But wishes to be often there ? 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight : 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

Haye we no words ? O think again ! 
Words flow apace when we complain. 
And fill our fellow-creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all our care. 

Were half the breath thus yainly spent. 

To heay'n in supplication sent ; 

Our cheerful song would oft'ner be, 

" Hear what the Lord hath done for me !" 

175. ST. mart's. C. BT. 

WH£N blooming youth is snatch'd away 

By death's resistless hand. 
Our hearts the mournful tribute pay. 

Which pity must demand. 

While pity prompts the rising sigh, 

O may this truth, imprest 
With awful pow'r, *' I too must die," 

Sink deep in ey'ry breast. 

The yoice of this awak'ning scene 

May ey*ry voice obey ; 
Nor be the heav'nly warning yain. 

Which calls to watch and pray. 

O let us fly, to Jesus fly. 

Whose arm alone can save ; 
Then shall our hopes ascend on high. 
And triumph o'er the giwt. 



^ 



HYMNS. 

] 76. ST. martin's, p; m. (6-8*8. or 2-3'8.) 

WHEN creature comforts fade and die 
Worldlings may weep, but why should I ? 
Jesus still lives, and still is nigh. 

I know not what may soon betide. 
Or how my wants shall be supplied ; 
But Jesus knows, and will provide. 

Though sin would fill me with distress. 
The throne of grace I dare address. 

For Jesus is my righteousness. 

• 
Though faint my prayers, and cold my love. 
My stedfast hope shall not remove. 
While Jesus intercedes above. 

177* ST. MART^S. c. X. 

WHEN death appears before my sight 

In all his dire array. 
Unequal to the dreadful fight. 

My courage faints away. 

But see my glorious leader nigh ! 

My Lord, my Saviour lives ! 
Before him death's pale terrors fly. 

And my weak heart revives. 

Lord, I commit my soul to thee : 

Accept the sacred trust ; 
Receive this nobler part of me. 

And raise my sleeping dust. 

Then all thy ransom'd hosts shall sing 

The honours of thy name. 
And heaven*s triumphant arches ring 

With "Glory to the Lamb.' 

t2 
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HYMNS. 

178. 8T. BENB't. p. M. (6-8'8.) 

WHEN gathering clouds around I view. 
When days are dark, and friends are few« 
On him I lean, who, not in vain, 
Experienc'd ev'ry human pain : 
He sees my griefs, allays my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. ' 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heav'nly wisdom's narrow way. 
To flee the good I would pursue. 
Or do the sin I would not do ; 
Still He, who felt temptation's power, 
Sthall guard me in that dangerous hour. 

And Oh! when I have safely past 
Through ev'ry conflict but the last. 
Still, Lord, unchanging, watch beside 
My bed of death, for thou hast died: 
Then point to realms of cloudless day. 
And wipe the latest tear away. 

179. ROCKINGHAM. L. M. 

WHEN I survey the wondrous cros8« 
On which the Prince of Glory died ; 
My richest gain I count but loss ; 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it. Lord, that I should boast. 
Save in the death of Christ my God : 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 

See from his head, his hands, his feet. 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ; 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet. 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown ? 

Were the whole realm of nature mine. 
That were a tribute far too small j 
Love 80 amazing, so dWme, 
-Deznands my soul, mv Vvle, m^ «^\. 



HYMNS. 

180. MARTYRDOM. C. M. 

WHEN languor and disease invade 

This trembling house of clay« 
Tis sweet to look beyond our cage. 

And long to fly away. 

Sweet to reflect how grace divine 

My sins on Jesus laid ; 
Sweet to remember that his blood 

My debt of sufferings paid. 

Sweet on his righteousness to stand, 
Which saves from second death ; 

Sweet to experience, day by day. 
His spirit's quick'ning breath. 

Sweet on his faithfulness to rest. 

Whose love can never end ; 
Sweet on his covenant of grace. 

For all things to depend. 

181. angels' BONG. L. M. 

WHEN like a stranger on our sphere. 
The lowly Jesus wander 'd here. 
Where'er he went affliction fled. 
And sickness rear'd her fainting head. 

The eye that roll'd in irksome night. 
Beheld his face — for God is light ; 
The opening ear, the loosen'd tongue. 
His precepts heard, his praises sung. 

With bounding steps, the halt and lame. 
To hail their great Deliverer came ; 
O'er the cold grave He bow'd his head. 
He spake the word, and rais'd the dead. 

Through paths of loving kindness led. 
Where Jesus triumph'd we would tread; 
To all with willing hands, dispense 
The mite of our benevoVence. 



HYMNS. 

183. DBVIZBS. C. M. 

WHEN, O my Saviour, when shall I 

Behold thee all serene, 
Bless'd in an endless sabbath day. 

Without a veil between ? 

Assist me while I wander here. 

Amidst a world of cares ; 
Incline my roving heart to pray» 

And then accept my pray'rs. 

Spare me, my Gk)d ; O spare the soul 

That gives itself to thee ! 
Take all that I possess below. 

And give thyself to me. 

Thy Spirit, O my Father, give. 

To be my guide and friend ; 
To light my path to ceaseless joys. 

Where sabbaths never end. 

183. LONDON NEW. C. M. 

WHEN rising from the bed of death* 

O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
I see my Maker face to face. 

Oh, how shall I appear ? 

If yet while pardon may be found. 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks. 

And trembles at tbe thought ; 

When thoQ, O Lord, shalt stand disclos'd 

In majesty severe. 
To sit in judgment on my soul, 

O how shall I appear ? 

But thou hast told the troubled mind. 

Who doth her sins lament. 
That faith in Christ's atoning .blood 

Shall endless woe prevent. 

Then never sliall my aou\ deai^air I 

Thy pardoQ to pioc\iie\ . (^ 

Since Christ thine oxAy S^oiiYi^VV^wi* 
To make that pardoii auie- 



HYMNS. 

184. HBLBN. D. C. U. 

WHILE thee I seek, protecting Power, 

Be my vain wishes still'd ; 
And may this consecrated hour 

With better thoughts be fiU'd. 
Thy love the power of thought bestow'd ; 

To thee my thoughts would soar : 
Thy mercy o'er my life hath flow*d ; 

That mercy I adore. 

In each event of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I see ! 
Each blessing to my soul more dear. 

Because bestow'd by thee. 
In ev'ry joy that crowns my days ; 

In ev'ry pain I bear. 
My heart shall find delight in praise. 

Or seek relief in prayer. 

185. BBLLEFIELD. C. M. 

WITH pitying eyes the Prince of Grace 

fieheld our helpless grief; 
He saw, and oh, amazing love ! 

He came to our relief. 

Down from the shining seats above. 

With joyful haste he fled ; 
Enter'd the grave in mortal flesh. 

And dwelt among the dead. 

Oh, for this love let rocks and hills 

Their lasting silence break ! 
And all harmonious human tongues 

The Saviour's praises speak 1 

Angels ! assist our mighty joys. 

Strike all your harps of gold ; 
But when you raise your highest notes. 

His love can ne'er be told. 



HYMNS. 



1 86. PORTSMOUTH NBW. P. M. (4-6*8 & 2-8*8.) 

YES, the Redeemer rose ; 
The Saviour left the dead ; 
And o'er our common foes 
High rais'd his conqu*ring head : 

In wild dismay. 

The guards around 

Fell to the ground 

And sunk away. 

Lo, the angelic hands 
In full assembly meet. 
To wait his high commands. 
And worship at his feet : 

Joyful they come. 

And wing their way 

From realms of day 

To his blest tomb : 

Then back to heaven they fly. 
And the glad tidings bear ; 
Hark ! as they soar on high. 
What music fills the air ! 

Their anthems say, 

*' Jesus who bled. 

Hath left the dead ; 

He rose to-day.' 



>» 



All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Who sav'st us with thy blood ! 
Wide be thy name ador'd. 
Thou rising, reigning God ; 

With thee we rise. 

With thee we reign. 

And empires gain 

Beyond the &k\e&. 



HYMNS. 

187* BANOOB. L. M. 

YES I 'tis a rough and thorny road. 
Which leads us to the saints' abode ; 
But when our Father*8 house we gain, 
Twill make amends for all our pain. 

And what is all we suffer now. 

Or all we can endure below. 

To that bright day when Christ shall come. 

And take his weary pilgrims home ! 

188. MOSCOW. p. M. (8-7-4.) 
YES, we trust the day is breaking. 

Joyful times are near at hand, 
God, the mighty God is speaking 
By his word in every land : 

Mark his progress — 
Darkness flies at his command. 

While the foe becomes more daring. 

While he enters like a flood, 
God, the Saviour, is preparing. 

Means to spread his truth abroad : 
Every language 

Soon shall tell the love of God. 

God of Jacob, high and glorious. 

Let thy people see thy hand ; 
Make the gospel soon victorious. 

Through the world in every land : 
Perish idols — 

Perish, Lord, at thy command ! 

DISMISSION. 

189. BBNBDICTION. P. M. 

MAY the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundless love. 

With the Holy Spirit's favor. 
Rest upon us from above. 

Thus may we abide in union. 
With each other and the ljOid\ 

And possesa, in sweet comrnxxmoxk, 
JoyB which earth cannot affot^. 



SENTENCES. 



I. 



Thb Lord is in his holy temple : let all the earth 
keep silence before him. — Habak. ii. 20. 



II. 

I WILL arise and go to my Father, and will say 
unto him. Father, I have sinned against heaven, 
and before thee, and am no more worthy to be 
called thy son. — ^Loke xv. 18, 19* 



III. 

Lord of all power and might, who art the anther 
and giver of all good things ; graft in our hearts 
the love of thy name ; increase in us true religion, 
nourish us with all goodness, and of thy great 
mercy keep us in the same, through Jesus Chrbt 
our Lord. Amen. — Collect for the seventh Sunday 
after Trinity. 



SANCTUSES. 



I. 

HOLY, holy, holy. Lord God of Hosts, 
Heaven and earth are full of thy glory : 
Glory be to Thee, O Lord most high. Amen. 



n. 

HOLY, holy, holy. Lord God, 
All things declare thy majesty ; 
Angels and men aloud do cry. 
Glory to thee, O Lord most high. 



HL 
hart's. p. u, 

HOLY Father, holy Son, 
Holy Spirit, Three in One ; 
Glory, as of old, to thee. 
Now and evermore shall be. 



DOXOLOGIES. 



III. 



I. HANOVER. P. M. 

BY angels in heay*n. 

Of ev'ry degree. 
And saints upon earth. 

All praise be addressed : 
To God in three Persons, 

One God ever blest. 
As it has been, now is. 

And always shall be. 



II. CRANBROOK. S. M. 

GIVE to the Father praise. 
Give glory to the Son, 
And to the Spirit of his grace. 
Be equal honour done. 



ASHLEY. C. M. 



GLORY, honor, praise, and power. 

Be unto the Lamb for ever : 
Jesus Christ is our Redeemer ; 
Hallelujah! Ameul 



DOXOLOGIES. 

IV. MAGDALEN. L. M. 

PRAISE God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
Praise him, all creatures here below ; 
Praise him above, ye heav'nly host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 



V. c. M. ST. Mary's church. Dox. 1. 

TO Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore. 
Be glory, as it was, is now. 

And shall be evermore. 



VI. L. M. 

TO Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
The God whom earth and heav*n adore. 
Be glory, as it was of old^ 
Is now, and shall be evermore. 



VII. ST. martin's, p. m. 

TO Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom heav'n's triumphant host. 

And sufifring saints on earth adore. 
Be glory, as in ages past. 

As now it is, and so shall last. 
When time itself shall be no more. 



VIII. MOUNT EPHRAIM. S. M. 

TO God, the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, glory be ; 
As 'twas, and is, and sYialV \>e &o« 
To all eternity. 



IX)XOLOGI£S. 



IX. FASSTHAM . P. M. (4-6's Slid 2-8*8. 

TO God the Father, Son, 
And Spirit, ever bless'd* 
Eternal Three in One, 
All worship he address'd ; 
A« heretofore 

It was, 18 now. 
And shall be so 
For evermore. 



X. vr, mart's church. Dox. 2. 

NOW unto the God eternal, invisible, 
immortal, be all honor and glory for 
ever. Amen. 



XI. 8T. mart's ohurch. Dox. 3. 

BLESSED be Jehovah, Israel's God, 
to all eternity. Let all the people say. 
Amen. Praise to the Lord give ye. 



XII. ST. mart's church. Dox. 5. 

PRAISE the Lord, O my soul; while I 
live will I praise the Lord ; yea, as long 
as I have any being I will sing praises 
unto my God* 
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Christ left his starry crown .. .. H. 25 

Down flrom bis starry throne on high H. i9 

From heaven the mighty I»rd look'd down .. Ps. 58 

Give to our God immortal praise . . Par. 18 

Hark, the glad sound, the Saviour oomea H. 65 

He shall descend like rain that cheers Pi. 7i 

Light of those whoso dreary dwelling H. 94 

liO, he comes, with clouds descending H. 95 

Salvation is for ever nigh Par. 41 

Salvation! Oh the joyAil sound .. .. H. IS! 

Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands . . Par. 42 

The Lord is come, let heaven rejoice H. 148 



CHRISTMAS. 



Come, O Saviour, long expected H. St 

Down from his starry throne on high . . H. 89 

Dress thee in arms, most mighty Lord . . Pi. 46 

Ftom all that dwell below the skiea .. Ph. 117 
Hark, the herald angels sing H. 08 

He shall descend like rain that chesn . . Pi. 72 
Id heaven a rapt*rous song was heard H. 88 

Sftlvation ii ftur ever Bigh Par. 41 

The Saviour! Oh what endieH cbanni H. Wfc 

To bail thy rise, thou better Sun ^^«x. \ft 

Vltbjii^ffeyoitbePriQcaQCOtMft VL. \^fc 



INDEX. 



XKW YEAR, 

God of my life, through all its days H. M 

He that hath God hia guardian made Pi. 90 

O praiae the Lord in that blest place . . Pi. 150 

Teach me thy way, O Lord, and I .. Pi. 86 

The year rolls round, and ttealf away H. 157 

To God, the mighty Lord Fk. 138 

ToSioo'shiUlIiftmyeyes .. Pk 131 



EPIPHANY. 



Lo, in the east ^>pears a star Par. 28 

To hMl thy rise thou better sun .. .. Par. 69 

Ye worlds ofli^t, that roll so near Fur. 18 



LENT. 



As pants the hart for cooling streami 

Chastis'd, O Lord, cast off by thee 

From hearen the mighty Lord look'd down 

Great Shepherd of thine Israel 

Have mercy , Lord, on me 

He's blest, whose sins have pardon sain'd 

How long wilt thou forget me. Lord 

In deep distress to God 

Lord, plant a principle within 

Lord, thou hast cali*d thy grace to mind 

Lord, when we bend before thy throne 

O Lord, amidst the raging tide 

Sariour, when in dust to thee .. 

Since thou art still my onljr stay 

Thy chast'ning wrath, O Lord, restrain 

To God in whom I trust 

To thee, O Lord, I cr^, forlorn 

When overwhelm*d with grief • . 
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OOOD FRIDAY. 



Alai, and did my Saviour bleed 
Go to dark Gethscmane 
Hail, thou once despised Jesus 
How condescending and how kind 
Jenu, our Lord, has wept and died 
No medlMtlng saints I need 
Not mU the blood of beuto 
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ChTW, the Lord, ii rli 
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ASCENSION. 



How ibrUKU tAe Lamb 
Uft up T«ir heuli, mmilnl 
Mlghltbod: while anteli Eld 
R^Har UieLordlt KlDg 



WHIT SrXDAY. 



Cmae, Holj Splril, come 

Come, Hoi; Splrll, heirnilT Dare 

Holy ishon, dl^ our iidneu 



TBISITY. 
TododttacFiib^jlId 



INDBX. 



SABBATH. 



A MA, Father, while we sing 
Again our earthly cares we leave 
Again our weekly laliours end 
Again returns the day of holy rest 
Another week its course has run 
Come, bless the Lord, whose love assigns 
Thine earthly sabbaths. Lord, we love 
This is the day the Lord hath blest 
This is the day the Lord hath made 









H. 

H. 

H. 

H. 

H. 

R 

Tar. 

H. 



1 
3 
3 

4 

9 

27 

ftl 

158 



Par. S2 



OPENING. 



Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
For thee, O God, our constant praise 
How sweet to leave the world awhile 
in thy presence we appear 
Jesus, where'er thv children meet 
Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear 
O God. my gracious God, to thee 
O Lord, our languid souls inspire 
O thou, in whom thy saints are one 
O *twas a joyftil sound to hear 
These temples of God's grace 
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BEFORE SERMON. 



Father of mercies, bow thine ear 
Father of mercies, in thy word 
Source of light and pow'r divine 
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H. 41 
H. 42 

H. 138 



DISMISSAL. 



A nother day has past along 
Christian brethren, e'er we part 
Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord 
Ere another sabbath's close 
Glory to thee, my God, this night 
If some poor wand'ring child of thine 
If such ttie views which grace unfolds 
I hold the sacred book ofGod 
Lord, dismus us with thy blessing 
Lord, reft-esh us with thy blessing 
Mmy the gr»ce of Christ our Saviour 
Through the day thy love has spai'dua 
Thx Dame, Almighty Lord 
To Sion 'B hill I lift my eyes 
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INDBX. 



BAPTISM. 



Brought to the font with holy care . . H. 21 

In token that thou Khalt not fear H. 8& 

That holy rite, that solemn vow H. 143 



CONFIRMATION. 

Look down, O Lord, and on our youth H. 97 

happy day, that fix*d my choice .. .. H. 118 

THE lord's supper. 

Bread of heaven I on thee we feed H. \9 

1 loTe the Lord, he lent an ear Pt. 1 16 
Jemia invites his saints H. 88 
Lamb of God, whose dying lore .. H. 03 
My God and is thy table spread H. 109 
Sweet the moments, rich m blessing . . H. 142 
The saints on earth, and those above H. 168 
Visit, Lord, thy habitation .. .. H. 100 



SCHOOL CHILDREN. 

Happy the child, whose tender years H. 64 

Lord, how delightftil *tis to see . . H. 100 



CHARITY. 



Happy the man. whose tender care 

Help us. O Lord I thy yoke to wear . . .. n. 0/ 

When like a stranger on our sphere . . H. 181 



Ps. 41 
H. 67 



EMBER WEEKS. 

Lord, cause thy face on us to shine.. H. 96 

Lordof the church, we humbly pray . H. 101 



FAMILY WORSHIP. 

Father of all, whose watch Ail care H. 43 

Lord, accept my early vows Ps. 141 

O (lod. my gracious God, to thee . . ps. 6!) 

O Lord, unto my voice attend . . . . Ps. 64 

Through the day thy love has spar'd us .. H. 162 



BURIAL. 




TW hour of aj d qitui e'* 
TW FlMtor^ mice ve kyr'd to 
Tbe tiBK draws Bigb when froai Che 
What toafne cam tell, vfaat&DC? iMunt 
WbcB death affeua befere ay 4ght 



CONSECRATION OF CHURCHES. 
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Aitee, O King of grace, ariae Fur. 1 

Glorioas things ofthee are spoken 



Hov pleasant, bow diTindy fair 
Loid of the worlds above 
My seal, how Inrdy is the place 
These temples of God** grace 
This stone to thee in faith we lay 
With holy rererenoe and joy 
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Fmr. 18 

Fur. » 

Par. 31 

Ffe. 4B 

Tar. 53 

Fk 132 



MISSIONARY. 

Daughter (^ 2rion ! fkom the dost H. 3& 

F!n»Bi all that dwell bdow the skies Ps. 117 

fVom Greenland's icy mountains H. 47 

God is our refuge in distress .. Ps. 46 

How are thy servants blest, O Lord Ps. IQT 

Let all the earth their Toices raise . . Ps. 96 

O Lord, how long shall heathens hold . . Ft. 79 

Sing to the Lord a new made song . . Ps. 97 

The Lord is come, let heaven rejoice . . . . H. 14S 

To bless thy chosen race Ps. 67 

The Lord unto my Lord thus spake . . Ps. Iln 

Yes, we trust the day is breaking H. IK 



PRICES OF THIS WORK. 

«. d. 



Cloth *»--«• *»— • •"'^ ***• ' ® 

Ditto, (fine p*per) •~<»- *«**• 2 « 

Calf, ditto -***. <— *• •'^ 3 

*** To be had in varioui Bindinga. 



Clcrg jmen, for the uae of their Congregationi, nippUed at 

leduoed price. 
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